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INTRODUCTION.

The demand for new hymn-books is not the expression of fickleness, but rather ,)f

a want increasingly felt, — a want that no author or compiler has yet fully satisfied. In-

deed, a perfect hymn-book, or one perfectly adapted to all the wants of man seeking com-

munion with God, is a blessing, as yet, but partially realized.

We rather hail with satisfaction and hope each new attempt, whether to make a bet-

ter book than exists, or a book better adapted than any other to meet some specific want.

We may look upon them all as the Church creeping in her infancy, and striving to attain

the perfect gait of maturity.

This volume presents no claims to perfect excellence. It is but one of many, asking to

be serviceable to those to whom it may be adapted. It will be recognized as a condensed

and sifted tune-book, containing only the best airs of the larger volumes, together with a

selection of the choicest hymns for family and social worship.

E. N. K.
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SONGS
FOR

Social and Public Worship.

HAMBURG. L. M. Dr. Lowell Mason.
Gregorian
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Great God, we sing that mighty hand, By which sup-por-ted still we stand ;

rTc i -fir i lT I r P 5 f j r f p
The opening year thy mer - cy shows ; Let mer-cy crown it till it close.
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1. God's Goodness.

2 By day, by night, at home, abroad,

Still are we guarded by our God
;

By his incessant bounty fed,

By his unerring counsel led.

3 With grateful hearts the past we own
;

The future all to us unknown,
We to thy guardian care commit,

And, peaceful, leave before thy feet.

2. Praise.

1 My God, my King, thy various praise

Shall fill the remnant of my days

;

Thy grace employ my humble tongue,

Till death and glory raise the song.

2 The wings of every hour shall bear

Some thankful tribute to thine ear >

And every setting sun shall see

New works of duty done for thee.
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From the bright realms of endless day ; The blissful realms where Jesus reigns.
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O. View of Heaven.

2 There low before his glorious throne,

Adoring saints and angels fall

;

And, with delightful worship, own
His smile their bliss, their heaven, their

all.

3 Immortal glories crown his head,

"While tuneful hallelujahs rise,

And love and joy and triumph spread

Through all the assemblies of the skies.

4 He smiles, and seraphs tunc their songs

To boundless rapture while they gaze
;

Ten thousand thousand joyful tongues

Resound his everlasting praise.

5 Than all the followers of the Lamb
Shall join at last the heavenly choir

;

Oh, may the joy-inspiring theme

Awake onr faith and warm desire ! -I

4b. Power of God.

1 Jehovah reigns ; he dwells in light,

Girded with majesty and might

:

The world, created by his hands,

Still on its firm foundation stands.

2 But ere this spacious world was made,
Or had its first foundations laid,

Thy throne eternal ages stood,

Thyself the ever-living God.

3 Like floods the angry nations rise,

And aim their rage against the ski;

Yain floods, that aim their rage so high !

At thy rebuke the billows die.

4 Forever shall thy throne endure
;

Thy promise stands forever sure
;

And everlasting holiness

becomes the dwellings of thy grace.
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Thus far the Lord has led me on ; Thus far His pow'r prolongs my davs
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5. Evening Hymn.

2 Much of my time has run to waste,

And I perhaps am near my home
;

But he forgives my follies past

;

He gives me strength for days to come.

3 I lay my body down to sleep
;

Peace is the pillow for my head

;

While well-appointed angels keep

Their watchful stations round my bed.

4 In vain the sons of earth or hell

Tell me a thousand frightful things
;

My God in safety makes me dwell

Beneath the shadow of his wings.

5 Thus, when the night of death shall come,

My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,

And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb,

With sweet salvation in the sound.

6. Christ tiie Corner-Stcxs.

1 Lo ! what a glorious Corner-Stone

The Jewish builders did refuse
;

But God hath built his Church thereon.

In spite of envy and the Jews.

2 Great God, the work is all divine,

The joy and wonder of our eyes ;

This is the day that proves it thine, —
The day that saw our Saviour rise.

3 Sinners, rejoice, and, saints, be glad ;

Hosanna ! let his name be blessed
;

A thousand honors on his head,

With peace and light and glory.

4 In God's own name he comes to bring

Salvation to our dying race
;

Let the whole Church address their Kiiu

With hearts of joy and songs of praise.
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THOS. HASTINGS.

From ev - ery stormy -wind that blows, From ev - ery swelling tide of woes,
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7. The Mercy-Seat.

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds

The oil of gladness on our heads,—
A place than all besides more sweet

;

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

3 There is a scene where spirits blend,

Where friend holds fellowship with friend

;

Though sundered far, by faith we meet

Around one common mercy-seat.

4 There, there on eagle wings we soar,

And sense and sin seem all no more
;

And Heaven comes down our souls to greet,

And glory crowns the mercy-seat.

5()!i! let my hand forget her skill,

My tongue be silent, cold, and still,

This bounding heart forget to beat,

Tf I forget the mercy-seat.

8. Patience.

1 Wait, my soul, thy Maker's will

;

Tumultuous passions, all be still

;

Nor let a murmuring thought arise
;

His ways are just, his counsels wise.

2 He in the thickest darkness dwells,

Performs his work, the cause conceals ;

But, though his methods are unknown,

Judgment and truth support his throne.

3 In heaven and earth and air and seas,

He executes his firm decrees
;

And by his saints it stands confessed,

That what he does is ever best.

4 Wait, then, my soul, submissive wait,

Prostrate before his awful seat

;

And mid the terrors of his rod,

Trust in a wise and gracious God.
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9. Praise to Christ.

2 Exalted Saviour, we confess

The sovereign triumphs of thy grace,

Where beams of gentle radiance shine,

And temper majesty divine.

3 Wide thy resistless sceptre sway,

Till all thine enemies obey
;

Wide may thy cross its virtues prove,

And conquer millions by its love.

10. Repentance.

1 Lord, when my thoughts delighted rove

Amid the wonders of thy love,

Sweet hope revives my drooping heart,

And bids intruding fears depart.

2 For mortal crimes a sacrifice,

The L<>id of life, the Saviour dies ;

"What love ! what mercy ! how divine !

Jesus, and can I call thee mine?

3 Repentant sorrows fill my heart,

But mingling joy allays the smart

;

Oh, may my future life declare

This sorrow and the joy sincere.

4 Be all my heart and all my d->

Devoted to my Saviour's praise ;

And let my glad obedience prove

IIow much I owe, how much I love.

11. Repentance.

1 "With conscious guilt and blee

Near to thy throne of grace I fly

;

Friend of friendless sinners, deign

To hear my penitential cry !

2 My first, my only cry shall be,
lk Thy sanctifying grace impart,

Aiul form my spirit like to thee,

And dwell forever in my heart."
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12. Latter-Day Glory.

2 " Behold the way !
" ye heralds cry

;

Spare not, but lift your voices high
;

Convey the sound from shore to shore,

And bid the captive sigh no more.

3 " Behold the way to Zion's hill,

Where Israel's God delights to dwell

;

He fixes there his lofty throne,

And calls the Bacred place his own/'

4 The
I e south no more

>re

;

From east to west \

]

e runs,

And either India yields her i

T> A.US] Lcious dawn, thy rising ray

With joy I view, and hail the day;

Thou Sun, arise, supremely bright,

And Bhed abroad thy holy light.

13. Love to God.

1 All scenes alike engaging prove

To souls impressed with sacred love;

Where'er they dwell they dwell with thee,

In heaven, in earth, or on the sea.

2 To me remains nor place nor time

;

My country is in every clime :

I can be calm and free from care

On any shore, since God is tin

3 While place we seek, or place we shun,

The soul finds happiness in none
;

But with a God to guide my v.

'Tis equal joy to go or stay.

4 Could I be east where thou art not,

That were, indeed, a dreadful lot;

But regions none remote I call,

1 Secure of finding God in all.
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Hap-py day, hap-py day, when Je-sus washed my sins a - way.
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He taught me how to watch and pray, And live re - joic - ing ev - cry day.
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14. Joining the Church.

2 Oh, happy bond, that seals my vows,

To him who merits all my love

!

Let cheerful anthems fill his house,

While to the sacred shrine I move.

3 'Tis done, the great transaction's done
;

I am my Lord's, and he is mine
;

lie drew me, and I followed on,

Charmed to confess the voice divine.

15. Warfare.

1 Jesus, my King, proclaims the war

!

" Awake, the powers of hell are near !

To arms ! to arms !
" I hear him

»• 'Tis yours to conquer or to

2 Roused by the animating sound,

I cast my eager eyes around ;

Make haste to gird my arum:

And bid each trembling fear be ^>ne.
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MCDERATO

From a Scotch Tune

by Dr. Lowell Mason.
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16. God our Refuge.

|2 Let mountains from their scats be hurled

Down to the deep, and buried there
;

Convulsions shake the solid world
;

Our faith shall never yield to fear.

3 There is a stream, whose gentle flow
' Supplies the city of our God

;

Life, love, and joy still gliding through,

And watering our divine abode.

4 That sacred stream, thy holy word,

Our grief allays, our fear controls
;

Sweet peace tliy promises afford,

And give new strength to fainting souls.

17. Intercession.

1 He lives, the great Redeemer lives,

(What joy the blest assurance gives!)

And now, before his Father God,

Pleads the full merit of his blood.

2 Repeated crimes awake our fears,

And justice armed with frowns appear* ;

But in the Saviour's lovely face

Sweet mercy smiles, and all is peace.

3 Hence then, ye black, despairing thoughts

;

Above our fears, above our faults

His powerful intercessions rise,

And guilt recedes, and terror dies.

4 In every dark, distressful hour,

When sin and Satan join their power,

Let this dear hope repel the dart,

That Jesus bears us on his heart.

5 Great Advocate, Almighty Friend —
On him our humble hopes depend;

Our cause can never, never fail,

For Jesus pleads and must prevail.
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18. Asleep in Jesus.

2 Asleep in Jesus ! Peaceful sleep !

A Whose waking is supremely blessed
;

No Tear, no woes shall dim that hour

Which manifests the Saviour's power.

v

3 Asleep in Jesus ! Time nor space

Debars this precious hiding-place
;

On Indian plains or Lapland's snows

Believers find the same repose.

4 Asleep in Jesus ! Oh, how sweet

To be for such a slumber meet

!

With holy confidence to sing

That death has lost his venomed stinjj.

5 Asleep in Jesus ! Oh, for me
-May such a blissful refuge be

;

Securely shall my ashes lie,

And waii the summ./ns from on high.

19.
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Jesus our Trust.

1 When sins and fears prevailing rise,

And fainting hope almost expires,

Jesus, to thee I lift my eyes,

To thee I breathe my soul's desires.

2 If my immortal Saviour lives,

Then my immortal life is sure
;

His word a firm foundation gives

;

Here let me build and rest secure.

3 Here let my faith unshaken dwell

;

Immovable the promise stands
;

Not all the powers of earth or hell

Can e'er dissolve the sacred bands.

4 Here, my soul, thy trust re}

If Jesus is forever mine,

Xot death itself, tha ttft,

^iiall break a union so divino.
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Ce - les - tial Breeze, no longer stay, But swell my sails and speed my way.

^{J. Longing for Heaven.

2 Fain would I mount, fain would I glow,

And loose my cable from below
;

But I can only spread my sail

;

[gale.

Thou, thou must breathe the auspicious

21. Faith.

1 'Tis by the faith of joys to come

We walk through deserts dark as night.

Till we arrive at heaven, our home,

Faith is our guide, and faith our light.

2 The want of sight she well supplies
;

She makes the pearly gates appear
;

Far into distant worlds she pries,

And brings eternal glories near.

3 Cheerful we tread the desert through,

While faith inspires a heavenly ray;

Though lions roar and tempests blow,

And rocks and dangers fill the way.

22. Jesus shall Reign.

1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun

Doer; his successive journeys run
;

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,

Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

2 For him shall endless prayer be made,

And praises throng to crown his head ;

His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise

With every morning sacrifice.

3 People and realms of every tongue,

Dwell on his love with sweetest song

;

And infant voices shall proclaim

Their early blessings on his name.

4 Let every creature rise and bring

Peculiar honors to their K

Angels descend with songs :>g<tin,

And earth repeat the loud Amen.
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He lives, he lives, who once was dead, He lives, my ev - er - liv - ing Head.

23. My Intercessor.

2 He lives, triumphant from the grave
;

He lives, eternally to save
;

He lives, all glorious in the sky

;

He lives, exalted there on high,

3 He lives, to silence all my fears

;

He lives, to stoop and wipe my tears

;

He lives, to calm my troubled heart;

He lives, all blessings to impart.

4 He lives, and grants me daily breath
;

He lives, and I shall conquer death
;

He lives, my mansion to prepare
;

He lives, to bring me safely there.

5 lie lives, all glory to his name !

He lives, my Jesus still the same
;

Oh, the sweet joy this sentence gives,
'

' I know that my Redeemer lives !

'

'

24. Praise.

1 Oh, come, loud anthems let us sing,

Loud thanks to our almighty King
;

For we our voices high should raise,

"When our salvation's Rock we praise.

2 Into his presence let us haste,

To thank him for his favors past

;

To him address, in joyful songs,

The praise that to his name belongs.

3 For God the Lord, enthroned in state,

Is with unrivalled glory great

—

A King superior far to all

—

Whom by his title God we call.

4' Oh, let us to his courts repair,

And bow with adoration there ;

Down on our knees devoutly, all,

Before the Lord our Maker, fall-
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ANIMATO. C ZCUNER.
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25. Missionaries.

2 He'll shield you with a wall of fire,

AVith flaming zeal your breasts inspire,

Bid raging winds their fury cease,

And hush the tempest into peace.

3 And when your labors all are o'er,

Then we shall meet to part no more
;

Meet with the blood-bought throng, to fall,

And crown our Jesus Lord of all.

26. Zion Comforted.

1 Triumphant Zion, lift thy head

From dust and darkness and the dead
;

Though humbled long, awake at length,

And gird thee with thy Saviour's strength.

2 Put all thy beauteous garments on,

And let thy various charms be known:
The world thy glories Bhall confess,

Decked in the robes of righteousness.

3 God from on high, thy groans will hear

;

His hands thy ruins shall repair
;

Reared and adorned by love divine,

Thy towers and battlements shall shine.

27. Awake.

1 Awake, our souls ! away, our fears !

Let every trembling thought be gone

;

Awake, and run the heavenly race,

And put a cheerful courage on.

2 True, 'tis a straight and thorny road,

And mortal spirits tire and faint

;

But they forget the mighty God,

That feeds the strength of every saint.

3 The mighty God, whose matchless powei

Is ever new and ever young,

And firm endures, while endless y< ars

Their everlasting circles run.
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>derato. Dr. Lowell Mason.

Lord, let Thy goodness lead our land, Still saved by Thine al - mighty hand,
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National Piety.

2 Let every public temple raise

Triumphant songs of holy praise
;

Let every peaceful, private home
A temple, Lord, to thee become.

3 Still be it our supreme delight

To walk as in thy glorious sight

;

Still in thy precepts and thy fear,

Till life's last hour, to persevere.

£3* Hardness of Heart.

1 On, for a glance of heavenly day

To take the stubborn stone av,

And thaw, with beams of love divine,

This heart, this frozen heart of mine!

2 The rocks can rend, the earth can quake
;

The sea can roar, the mountains shake
;

Of feeling, all things Bhow s >me sign,

But this unfeeling heart of mine.

3 To hear the sorrow thou hast felt,
'

Lord, an adamant would melt

;

But I can read each moving line,

And nothing move this heart of mine

4 But power divine can do the deed,

And much to feel that power I need ;
—

Come, Holy Spirit, and refine,

And move and melt this heart of mine.

30. Missions.

1 Behold, the heathen waits to know
The joy the Gospel will bestow;

The exiled captive to receive

The freedom Jesus has to give.

2 Come, let us, with a grateful !

In this blest lab >r Bhare a
\ art ;

Our prayers and sufferin \ '-ring

To aid the triumphs of our King.
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31. Brotherly Love.

2 Watch o'er my lips, and guard them, Lord,

From every rash and heedless word
;

Nor let my feet incline to tread

The guilty path where sinners lead.

3 Oh, may the righteous, when I stray,

Smite and reprove my wandering way
;

Their gentle words, like ointment shed,

Shall never bruise, but cheer my head.

4 When I behold them pressed with grief,

I'D cry to Heaven for their relief;

And by my warm petitions prove

How much I prize their faithful love.

32. Not ashamed or Jesus.

I JESUS ! and shall it ever be,

A mortal man ashamed of thee !

^p-j^Jp^M-rHprJl

Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise
;

Whose glories shine through endless day*

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! — sooner far

Let evening blush to own a star :

He sheds the beams of light divine,

O'er this benighted soul of mine.

3 Ashamed of Jesus !— that dear friend,

On whom my hopes of heaven depend !

No ! when I blush, be this ni}- shame,

That I no more revere his name.

4 Ashamed of Jesus ! — yes I may—
When I've no guilt to wash away—
No tear to wipe— no good to crave—
No fear to quell — no soul to Bave.

5 Till then— nor is my boasting vain—
Till then I boast a Saviour slain !

And oh, may this my glory be,

That Christ is not ashamed of me!
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From a theme by M. Luther.
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But wisdom shows a narrow path, With here and there
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0«J. The Broad and Narrow Way.

2 " Deny thyself, and take thy cross,"

Is the Redeemer's great command.
Nature must count her gold but dross,

If she would gain this heavenly land.

o4 #
Pardoning Grace.

1 With broken heart and contrite sigh,

A trembling sinner, Lord, I cry

;

Thy pardoning grace is rich and free :

God, be merciful to me.

2 Far off I stand with tearful eyes,

Nor dare uplift them to the skies

;

But thou dost all my anguish see :

God, be merciful to me.

3 Nor alms, nor ieeds that I hi

Can for a sing te sin atone ;

To Calvary alone i flee :

O God, be merciful to me.

4 And when redeemed from sin and hell

,

With all the ransomed throng I dwell,

My raptured song shall ever be,

God has been merciful to me.

35. The War Within.

1 My only Saviour ! when I feel

Overwhelmed in spirit, faint, oppressed,

'Tis sweet to tell thee, while I kneel

Low at thy feet, thou art my rest.

2 I'm weary of the strife within
;

Strong powers against my soul contest

;

Oh, let me turn from self and sin

To thy dear cross, for there is rest

!

3 Oli ! sweet will be the welcome day,

When, from her toils and woes released,

My parting soul in death shall say,

" Now, Lord, I come to thee for reet
M
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Israel Holdrayd.

Life is the time to serve the Lord, The time to insure the great reward

;
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OO, Now is the Accepted Time.

2 Life is the hour that God has given

To escape from hell and fly to heaven

—

The day of grace,—and mortals may
Secure the blessings of the day.

3 The living know that they must die,

But all the dead forgotten lie
;

Their memory and their sense are gone,

Alike unknowing and unknown.

4 Then what my thoughts design to do,

My hands, with all your might pursue
;

Since no device nor work is found,

Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the ground.

5 There are no acts of pardon passed

In the cold grave to which we haste

;

But darkness, death, and long despair

Reign in eternal silence there.

n~f fgipLbp^:*—r^
37.

I

To-day.

1 While life prolongs its precious light,

Mercy is found and peace is given
;

But soon, ah, soon, approaching night

Shall blot out every hope of Heaven.

2 While God invites, how blessed the day

!

How sweet the gospel's charming sound

Come, sinners, haste, oh, haste awa}%

While yet a pardoning God is found !

3 Soon, borne on time's most rapid wing,

Shall death command you to the grave
;

Before his bar your spirits bring,

And none be found to beai or i

4 In that lone laud of deep despair,

No sabbath '8 heavenly light shall rise;

No God regard your bitter prayer,

Nor Saviour call you to the skies.
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Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive moan Hath taught each scene the note of woe ;m
Cease thy complaint, suppress thy groan, And let

.

thy tears for - get to flow;

Behold, the precious balm is found, To lull thy pain and heal thy -vound.
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Oo, My Peace I give unto You.

2 Come, freely come, by sin oppressed

;

On Jesus cast tiiy weighty load

;

In him thy refuge find, thy n

Safe in the mercy of thy God

;

Thy God's thy Saviour— glorious word!

Oh, hear, believe, and bless the Lord.

o9. As thy Day, is thy Strength.

TTiiex adverse winds and waves arise,

And in my heart despondence sighs
;

AY hen life her throng of cares reveals,

And weakness o'er my spirit si

Grateful I hear the kind d<

That " as my day, my strength slu:.
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Kingdoms and thrones to God belong ; Crown Him, ye nations, in your song ; His wondrous

name and powers rehearse ; His honors shall enrich your verse. His honors shall enrich your Terse.
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40. Our Guardian.

2 He guides our feet, he guards our way

;

His morning smiles bless all the day

;

lie spreads the evening veil, and keeps

The silent hours while Israel sleeps.

3 Israel, a name divinely blest,

May rise secure, securely rest

;

Thy holy Guardian's wakeful eyes

Admit no slumber nor surprise.

41. Tiie Blood of Christ.

1 How shall the sons of men appear,

Great God, before thine awful bar?

How may the guilty hope to And

Acceptance with the Eternal Mind?

2 Not vows, nor groans, nor broken cries,

Not the most costly sacrifice,

Not infant blood, profusely spilt,

Will expiate a sinner's guilt.

3 Thy blood, dear Jesus, thine alone,

Hath sovereign virtue to atone
;

Here we will rest our only plea,

When we approach, great God, to thee.

TT/W, Tue Cross.

1 Here at thy cross, my dying God,

I lay my soul beneath thy love,

Beneath the droppings of thy bloci,

Jesus ! nor shall it e'er remove.

2 Should worlds conspire to drive me hence,

Moveless and firm this heart should lie :

Resolved (for that's my last defence),

If I must perish, here to die.

3 Yes, I'm secure beneath thy blood,

And all my foes shall lose their aim :

Hosanna to my dying God,

And my best honors to his name

!
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As-sem-bled at Thy great command, Before Thy face,dread King,we stand

:
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The voice that marshalled ev-'ry star Has called Thy people from a - far.

4o. Missionary Meeting

•—-A-

2 We meet through distant lands to spread

The truth for which the martyrs bled
;

Along the line to either pole,

The anthem of thy praise to roll.

3 Our prayers assist ; accept our praise
;

Our hopes revive ; our courage raise
;

Our counsels aid ; to each impart

The single eye, the faithful heart.

4 Forth with thy chosen heralds come
;

Recall the wandering spirits home
;

From Zion's mount send forth the sound,

To spread the spacious earth around.

Soon may the last glad song arise,

Through all the millions of the skies -

That song of triumph whicl

That all the earth is now the Lord's !

44. The Christian's Hope.

1 What sinners value I resign :

Lord, 'tis enough that thou art mine :

I shall behold thy blissful face,

And stand complete in righteousness.

2 This life's a dream, an empty show
;

But the bright world to which I go

Hath joys substantial and sincere.

When shall I wake and find me there ?

3 Oh, glorious hour ! Oh, blest abode !

I shall be near and like my God,

And flesh and sin no more control

The sacred pleasures of the soul.

4 My flesh shall slumber in the ground

Till the last trumpet's joyful s

Then burst the chains with sweet t

And in my Saviour's image rise.
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40. The Star of Bethlehem.

2 Hark ! Hark ! to God the chorus breaks

From every host, from every gem

;

But one alone the Saviour speaks :

It is the star of Bethlehem.

3 Once on the raging seas I rode
;

The storm was loud, the night was dark
;

The ocean yawned, and rudely biowed

The wind that tossed my foundering bark.

£ Deep horror then my vitals froze ;

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem

;

When suddenly a star arose ;

It was the Star of Bethlehem.

5 It was my guide, my light, my all

;

It bade my dark forebodings cease ;

And through the storm and danger's thrall,

It led me to the port of peace.

6 Now, safely moored, my perils o'er,

I'll sing, first in night's diadem,

Forever and forevermore,

The Star— the Star of Bethlehem !

46. Presence of the Lord.

1 Where two or three, with sweet accord v

Obedient to their sovereign Lord,

Meet to recount his acts of grace,

And offer solemn prayer and praise, —

2 " There," says the Saviour, " will I be

Amid this little company
;

To them unveil my smiling face,

And shed my glories round the place."

3 We meet at thy command, dear Lord,

Relying on thy faithful word
;

Now send the Spirit from above,

> And fill our hearts with heavenly love.
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17. Parting with Earthly Joy.

2 Your streams were floating me along,

Down to the gulf of black despair
;

And while 1 listened to your song, [there.

Your streams had e'en conveyed me

3 Lord, I adore thy matchless grace,

That warned me of that dark ab}-ss,

That drew me from those treach'rous seas,

And bade me seek superior bliss.

4 Now to the shining realms above,

I stretch my hands and glance my eyes
;

Oh for the pinions of a dove,

To bear me to the upper skies

!

5 There, from the bosom of my Gi !.

Oceans of endless pleasures roll

:

There would 1 fix iuv last ab Kite,

And drown the sorrows ol my soul.

48. Delight in Praise.

1 Come, let our voices join to raise

A -acred song of solemn praise :

God is a sovereign king^ rehearse

His honor in exalted verse.

2 Come, let our souls address the Lord,

Who framed our natures with hie word

He is our shepherd ; we the sheep

His mercy chose, his pastures keep.

3 Come, let us hear his voice to-

The counsels of his love obey :

Nor Let our hardened hearts renew

The Eons and plagues that Lsrael knew.

4 Come, seize the promise while it waits.

And march t i Zion'e heavenly _

Believe, and take the promised rest;

Obey, and be forever blest.
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<49. Invitation to the Weary.

2 " They shall find rest who learn of inc :

I'm of a meek and lowly mind
;

But passion rages like the sea,

And pride is restless as the wind.

3 '
' Blest is the man whose shoulders take

My yoke, and bear it with delight

:

My yoke is easy to his neck
;

My grace shall make the burden light."

OO. Return, Wanderer.

1 Return, wanderer, return,

And seek an injured Father's face
;

Those new desires that in thee burn

Were kindled by reclaiming grace.

2 Return, wanderer, return,

And Beek a Father's melting heart

:

Whose pitying eyes thy grief discern,

Whose hand shall heal thine inward smart.
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3 Return, wanderer, return ;

Thy Saviour bids thy spirit live
;

Go to his bleeding feet and learn

How freely Jesus can forgive.

51. The Name of God.

1 Thy name, God, is on the skies,

Traced in those glorious orbs above,

Read by adoring angel eyes—
Almighty Power, Eternal Love.

2 Earth sends her humble praise to thee

In ocean's roar, in whispering breeze
\

From darkness-shrouded Calvary,

A deeper, tenderer note than these.

3 Within our hearts, Lord, prepare

A living, grateful sacrifice ;

For thine own Spirit, breathing there,

Alone can bid the incense rise.
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52. Ziox, Awake !

2 Church of our God, arise and shine

Bright with the beams of truth divine
;

Then shall thy radiance stream afar,

AVide as the heathen nations are.

3 Gentiles and kings thy light shall view
;

All shall admire and love thee, too,

Shall come like clouds across the sky,

Or doves that to their windows fly.

53. The Night cometh.

1 Awake, awake, my sluggish soul

!

Awake, and view the setting sun !

See how the shades of death advance,

Ere half the task of life is done.

2 Death !
— 'tis a solemn, fearful sound

;

Oh, let it wake the slumbering e*r !

Apace the dreadful conqueror comes,

With all his pale companions d

3 To-day attend his gracious voice

;

This is the summons that he sends •

" Awake, for on this transient hour

Thy long eternity depends."

54. Thy Kingdom come.

1 Sovereign of worlds ! display thy power
;

Be this thy Zioivs favored hour

;

Bid the bright morning Star arise,

And point the nations to the skies.

2 Set up thy throne where Satan reigns,

—

On AfHc'e shore, on India's plains,

On wilds and i
- unknown,

—

And make the nations all thine own.

3 Speak ! and the world si in 11 hear thy

Speak! and the desert shall rejoi

Scatti in of heal

And bid all nations hail the li^ht.
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My gracious Lord, I own thy right To ev' - ry scr - vice I can pay
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And call it my su - preme de - light To hear Thy dic-tates, and o - bey.
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55. I am Thy Servant.

2 What is my being but for thee—
Its sure support, its noblest end?

'Tis my delight thy face to see,

And serve the cause of such a Friend.

3 I would not sigh for worldly joy,

Or to increase my worldly good
;

Nor future days nor powers employ

To spread a sounding name abroad.

4 'Tie to my Saviour I would live,

—

To him who for my ransom died
;

Nor could all worldly honor give

Such bliss as crowns me at his side.

From all that dwell below the skies,

Let the Creator's praise arise
;

Lei the Redeemer's name be sung,

Through every land, by every tongue.

56. None but Christ.

1 Thou only Sovereign of my heart,

My refuge, my Almighty Friend—
And can my soul from thee depart,

On whom alone my hopes depend ?

2 Whither, ah ! whither shall I go—
A wretched wanderer from my Lord?

Can this dark world of sin and woe,

One glimpse of happiness afford ?

3 Thy Name my inmost powers adore
;

Thou art my life, my joy, my care

Depart from thee !— 'tis death— 'tis more

;

'Tis endless ruin— deep despair !

4 Low at thy feet my soul would lie;

Here safety dwells, and peace divine
;

Still let me live beneath thine eve,

For life, eternal life is thine.
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Awake, my soul, in joy - ful lays, And sing the great Redeemer's praise ;
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He just-ly claims a song from me ; His lov - ing-kind - ness, O how free

!
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57. Loving-Kindness .

2 He Baw me ruined in the fall,

Yet loved me, notwithstanding all
;

He saved me from my lost estate
;

His loving-kindness, oh, how great !

3 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,

Has gathered thick and thundered loud,

He near my soul has always stood ;

His loving-kindness, oh, how gOv>d !

58. Praise.

1 To thee, God, in grateful prai»

All nature wakes harmonious layj

The rolling flood, beaat, bird, and b:\

.

Join in perpetual praise to thee.

2 Our tongues, Great God, adoring thee,

Shall join the general Bymphony ;

While our Redeemer's lofty praise

Shall be the chorus which we raiK;.
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59. Praise.

2 Enthroned amid the radiant spheres,

He glory like a garment wears
;

To form a robe of light divine,

Ten thousand suns around him shine.

3 In all our Maker's grand designs,

Almighty power with wisdom shines
;

His works, thro' all this wondrous frame,

Declare the glory of his name.

4 Raised on devotion's lofty wing,

Do thou, my soul, his glories sing ;

Vnd let his praise employ thy tongue,

fill listening worlds shall join the song.

60. Jksus' Love.

1 Jesus, thy ixmndless love to me
No thought can reach, no tongue declare

;

Unite my l':ankful heart to thee,

And rfeiga without a rival there.

2 Oh, let thy love my soul inflame,

And to thy service sweetly bind
;

Transfuse it through my inmost frame,

And mould me wholly to thy mind.

3 Thy love in sufferings be my peace,

Thy love in weakness make me strong

.

And when the storms of life shall cease,

Thy love shall be in heaven my song.

61. Blessed to Mourn.

1 On, deem not they are bleBsed alone

"Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep
;

For God, who pities man, has shown

A blessing for the eyes that weep.

2 For God has marked each sorrowing day,

And numbered every Becret tear;

And heaven's long age of bliss shall pay

For all his children sutler hero.
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Sweet hour of prayer ! sweet hour of prayer ! That calls me from a world of care.

d.c. And oft escaped the tempter's snare Ly thy return, sweet hour of prayer.
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And bids me at my Father's throne Make all my wants and wish - es known.
And oft escaped the tempter's snare By thy re-turn, sweet hour of prayer.
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In sea-sons of dis-trcss and grief, My soul has of - ten found re - lief.

62. The Hour of Prayer 63.

Si
3 Sweet hour ofprayer ! sweet hour ofprayer

!

May I thy consolation share,

Till from Mount Pisgah's lofty height

I view my home, and take my flight.

4 This robe of flesh I'll drop, and rise

To seize the everlasting prize,

And shout, while passing through the air.

Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of prayer !

Love Divine.

1 Love divine, that stooped to share

Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear,

On thee we cast each earthborn care ;

We smile at fear while thou art near !

2 Though long the weary way we tread.

And sorrow crown each lingering year,

No path we shun, no darkness dread,

Our hearts still whispering, Thou art near!
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His track I see and I'll pur -sue The narrow way till Him I view.
The King's highway of ho - li - ness, I'll go, for all His paths are peace.
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3 This Lb the way I long had sought,

And mourned because 1 found it not

;

My grief a burden long has been,

Because I was not saved from sin.

4 The more I strove against its power,

I felt its weight and guilt the more

;

Till late I heard my Saviour say,

—

" Coine hither, soul ; I am the way."

65. Heaven.

1 Tuere is a glorious world on high,

Resplendent with eternal day
;

Faith views the blissful prospect nigh,

While God's own word reveals the way

2 There shall the favorites of the Lord

With never-fading lustre si line.

Surprising honor, vast reward,

Conferred on man by love divine !
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Be Thou, O God, ex - alt - cd high, And as Thy glo - ry fills the sky,
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be on earth displayed

2 God ! my heart is fixed ; 'tis bent

Its thankful tribute to present

:

And, with my heart, my voice I'll raise

To thee, my God, in songs of praise.

3 Thy praises, Lord, I will resound

To all the listening nations round

;

Thy mercy highest heaven transcends,

Thy truth beyond the clouds extends.

4 Be thou, God, exalted high
;

And, as thy glory fills the sky,

So let it be on earth displayed,

Till thou art here, as there, obeyed.

67. Jesus siiall Reigx.

1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun

Does his successive journeys run
;

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,

Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

2 For him shall endless prayer be made,

And praises throng to crown his head ;

His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise

With every morning sacrifice

:

3 People and realms, of every tongue,

Dwell on his love with sweetest Bong :

And infant voices shall proclaim

Their early blessings on his name.

4 Let every creature rise and bring

Peculiar honors to their King,

Angels descend with sonars again,

And earth repeat the long amen.

Almighty God, thy
j

ime,

Who wast, and art, and art to come ;

Jesus, the Lamb who once was slain,

Forever live, forever reign.
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68. The Precious Name.
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2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,

And calms the troubled breast

;

'Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary, rest.

3 By thee my prayers acceptance gain,

Although with sin defiled
;

Satan accuses me in vain
;

And I am owned a child.

4 Weak is the effort of my heart,

And cold my wannest thought;

But when I see thee as thou art,

I'll praise thee as I ought.

5 Till then I would thy >ve proclaim

With every fleeting breath ;

And may the music of thy name

Refresh my sou] In death.

The Saviour.

1 Majestic sweetness sits enthroned

Upon the Saviour's brow
;

His head with radiant glories crowned

;

His lips with grace o'erflow.

2 No mortal can with him compare,

Among the sons of men :

Fairer is he than all the fair

That fill the heavenly train.

3 He saw me plunged in deep distress :

He flew to my relief

;

For me he bore the shameful cross,

And carried all my grief.

4 Since from his bounty I receive

Such proofs of love divine,

Had I a thousand hearts to give,

Lord, they should all be thine>



TALLTS. CM. (Chant.) j^j^w^TUmm. 35
From Talus. 1560.

i i
i

i

i
i r r i

i

Sing to the Lord, ye hcav'n - ly hosts, And thou, O earth, a - dore
;

^ 4 4__ oeL *_ I~- JSi jS>_
! j |

isi JSL

US"fci^^^^gl^i^^

i i i I i i i

m
iI'll it

Let death and hell thro' all their coasts, Stand trembling at his power.
I i j j i i

i

i i

5*§w
i—

r

70. The Terror of the Lord.

2 His sounding chariot shakes the sky
;

He makes the clouds his throne ;

There all his stores of lightning lie

Till vengeance darts them down.

3 Think, my soul, the dreadful day

When this incensed God
Shall rend the sky, and burn the sea,

And 6end his wrath abroad.

4 What shall the wretch, the sinner do?

He once defied the Lord

;

But he shall dread the Thunderer now,

And sink beneath his word.

5 Tempests of angry fire shall roll

To blast the rebel worm,
And beat upon the naked soul

In one eternal storm.

I

171. Repentance.

1
1 Dear Jesus, let thy pitying eye

Call back a wandering sheep
;

False to my vows, like Peter, I

Would fain, like Peter, weep.

2 Now let me be by grace restored,

To me thy mercy shown
;

Oh, turn and look upon me, Lord,

And break my heart of stone.

3 Almighty Prince, enthroned above,

Repentance to impart,

Grant, through the greatness of thy km
The humble, contrite heart.

4 Give, what I should have long implored

A taste of love unknown
;

Oh, turn and look upon me, Lord,

' And break my heart of stone.
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73.Brotherly Love.

2 When each can feel his brother's sigh,

And with him bear a part;

When sorrows flow from eye to eye,

And joy from heart to heart

!

3 When, free from envy, scorn, and pride,

Our wishes all above,

Each can his brother's failings hide,

And show a brother's love !

4 Let love, in one delightful stream,

Through every bosom flow,

And union sweet and dear esteem

In every action glow.

6 Love is the golden chain that binds

The happy souls above
;

And he's an heir of heaven who finds

Hi* bosom glow with love.

God is Love.

1 Come, ye that know and fear the Lord,

And raise your souls above ;

Let every heart and voice accord,

To sing that God is love.

2 This precious truth his word declares.

And all his mercies prove ;

While Christ, the atoning Lamb, appears,

To show that God is love.

3 Behold his loving-kindness waits

For those who from him rove,

And calls of mercy reach their hearts,

To teach them God is love.

4 The work begun is carried on

By power from Beaven above

;

And every Btep, from first to last,

Proclaims that God is lovo.
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74. The Precious Xame.

2 Yes, thou art precious to my soul,

My transport and my trust

;

Jewels to thee are gaudy toys,

And gold is sordid dust.

3 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart,

And sheds its fragrance there ;

The noblest balm of all its wounds,

The cordial of its care.

4 I'll speak the honors of thy name
With my last laboring breath ;

Then, speechless, clasp thee in mine arms,

The antidote of death.

75. Christ a Saviour.

L Tut: Saviour ! Oh, what endless charms

Dwell in the blissful sound '.

Its influence every fear disarms,

And spreads sweet comfort round.

2 Here pardon, life, and joys divine,

In rich effusion flow,

For guilty rebels lost in sin,

And doomed to endless woe.

3 The Almighty Former of the skies

Stooped to our vile abode
;

While angels viewed with wondering eyes,

And hailed the incarnate God.

4 Oh. the rich depths of love divine,

Of bliss a boundless store !

Dear Saviour, let me call thee mine

;

I cannot wish for more.

5 On thee alone my hope relies,

Beneath thy cross I fall

;

My L ord, my Life, my Sacrii:

My Saviour and my All.
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Prayer heard

2 We to the Lord, in humble prayer,

Breathed out our sad distress
;

Though feeble, yet, with contrite hearts,

We begged return of peace.

3 Then ceased the stormy winds to blow

;

The surges ceased to roll

;

And soon again a placid sea

Spoke comfort to the soul.

4 Oh, may our grateful trembling hearts

Their hallelujahs sing

To him who hath our lives preserved,

Our Saviour and our King.

/ / . One Head, oxe Body.

I Let saintti below in concert sing

With those to glory gone
;

For all the servants of our King
In earth and heaven are one.

2 One family, we dwell in him,

One church above, beneath;

Though now divided by the stream,

The narrow stream of death.

3 One army of the living God,

To his command we bow
;

Part of the host have crossed the flood,

And part are crossing now.

4 Some to their everlasting home
Tii is solemn moment fly

;

And we are to the margin come,

And soon expect to die.

5 Oh, that we ncTT might see our guide !

Oh, that the word were given !

Come, blessed Lord, the waves divide,

And land us all in heaven.
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78. Seeking God.

2 I've seen thy glory and thy power

Through all thy temple shine
;

My God, repeat that heavenly hour,

That vision so divine.

3 Not all the blessings of a feast

Can please my soul so well,

As when thy richer grace I taste,

And in thy presence dwell.

4 Not life itself, with all its joys,

Can my best passions move,

Or raise so high my cheerful voice,

As thy forgiving love.

5 Thus till nry last expiring day

I'll bless my God and King
;

7
1

hus will I lift my hand.-; to pray,

And tune my lips to sing.

79. Love of the Bible.

1 Lord, I have made thy word my choice,

My lasting heritage

;

There shall my noblest powers rejoice,

My warmest thoughts engage.

2 I'll read the histories of thy love,

And keep thy laws in sight,

While through the promises I rove,

With ever fresh delight.

3 'Tis a broad land, of wealth unknown,

Where springs of life arise)

Seeds of immortal bliss are sown,

And hidden glory lies.

4 The best relief that mourners have,

It makes our sorrows blessed
;

Our fairest hope beyond the grave,

And our eternal rest.
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80. SALVATION.

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,

At hell's dark door we lay
;

But we arise by grace divine,

To see a heavenly day.

3 Salvation ! let the echo fly

The spacious earth around,

While all the armies of the sky

Conspire to raise the sound.

ol. God is Glorious.

1 How glorious is our heavenly King,

Who reigns above the sky !

How shall a child presume to sing

His dreadful majesty?

2 How great his power is, none can tell,

Nor think how large his grace

;

Not men below, nor saints that dwell

On high before his lace.

3 Not angels that stand round the Lord

Can search his secret will

;

But they perform his holy word,

And sing his praises still.

82. The Good Shepherd.

1 See Israel's gentle Shepherd stand,

With all engaging charms
;

Hark, how he calls the tender lambs,

And folds them in his arms !

2 " Permit them to approach," he cries

;

" Nor scorn their humble name
;

For 'twas to bless such souls as these,

The Lord of angels came."

We bring them, Lord, in thankful 1

And yield them up to thee
;

Joyful that we ourselves arc thine,

Thine let our oftpring be.

ands,
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83. I will Pray.

9
To Thee will I di - rect my prayer, To Thee lift up mine eye.
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Kindle a flame of sacred love,

In these cold hearts of ours.

2 Look, how we grovel here below,

Fond of these trifling toys !

Our souls can neither fly nor go

To reach eternal joys.

3 In vain we tune our formal songs,

In vain we strive to rise
;

Hosannas languish on our tongues,

And our devotion dies.

4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live

At this poor dying rate?

Our love so faint, so cold to thee,

And thine to us so great ?

5 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With all thy quickening powers, -

Come] shed abroad a Saviour's lovt>,

And that shall kindle ours.

2 Up to the hills where Christ is gone,

To plead for all his saints,

Presenting at his Father's throne

Our songs and our complaints.

3 Thou art a God before whose sight

The wicked shall not stand

;

Sinners shall ne'er be thy delight,

Nor dwell at thy right hand.

4 But to thy house will I resort,

To taste thy mercies there
;

I will frequent thy holy court,

And worship in thy fear.

o4. Invocation of the Holy Spirit.

1 Come, Uoly Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With all thy quickening powers,
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85. Adoration.

2 Yet I may love thee too, Lord,

Almighty as thou art

;

For thou hast stooped to ask of me
The love of my poor heart.

3 Only to sit and think of God ;

Oh, what a joy it is !

To think the thought, to breathe the name
;

Earth has no higher bliss.

4 Father of Jesus ! Love's reward

!

What rapture will it be,

Prostrate before thy throne to lie,

And gaze and gaze on thee !

86. The Lord's Table.

1 Here at thy table, Lord, we meet

To foed on food divine ;

Thy body is the bread we eat

;

Thy precious blood, the wine.

2 He that prepares this rich repast

Himself comes down and dies,

And then invites us thus to feast

Upon the sacrifice.

3 The bitter torments he endured

Upon the shameful cross,

For us, his welcome guests, procured

These heart-reviving joys.

4 Sure there was never love so free,

Dear Saviour, so divine
;

Well thou mayst claim that heart of uw
Which owes so much to thine.

5 Yes, thou shalt surely have my heart,

My soul, my strength, my all

;

With life itself I'll freely part,

| My Jesus, at thy call.
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87. The Land of Rest.

2 Xo tranquil joys on earth I know—
Xo peaceful sheltering dome :

This world's a wilderness of woe—
This world is not my home.

6 To Jesus Christ I sought for rest

;

He bade me cease to roam,

But fly for succor to his breast,

And he'd conduct me home.

4 Weary of wandering round and round

This vale of sin and gloom,

I long to leave the unhallowed ground,

And dwell with Christ at home.

88. View of Can*aax.

I Ox Jordan's stormy bank I stand.

And cast a wishful eye

To Canaan's fair and happy land,

Where my possessions lie.

2 Oh, the transporting, rapturous scene

That rises to my sight

!

Sweet fields arrayed in living green

,

And rivers of delight

!

3 All o'er those wide, extended plains

Shines one eternal day
;

There God, the Sun, forever reigns,

And scatters night away.

4 Xo chilling winds nor poisonous breath

Can reach that healthful shore
;

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,

Are felt and feared no more.

5 When shall I reach that happy place,

And be forever blessed ?

When shall I see my Father's face.

And in his bosom rest ?
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89. Heaven.

2 There pain and sickness never come,

And griefs no more complain
;

And all who reach that peaceful home
With Jesus ever reign.

3 Oh, may the heavenly vision fire

Our hearts with ardent love,

Till wings of faith and strong desire

Bear every thought above.

J{), The Resurrection.

1 Hope of our hearts, Lord, appear,

Thou glorious star of day
;

Shine forth and chase the dreary night,

With all our tears, away.

2 Strangers on earth, we wait for thee
;

Oh, leave the Father's throne
;

Come with a shout of victory. Lord,

Ani claim us as thy own.

3 Oh, bid the bright archangel now
The trump of God prepare,

To call thy saints— the quick, the dead,

To meet thee in the air.

91. Come, Lord Jestts.

1 Hark, the glad sound ! the Saviour comes

!

The Saviour promised long !

Let every heart prepare a throne,

And every voice a song.

2 On him the spirit largely poured

Exerts its sacred fire
;

Wisdom and might, and zeal and love,

His holy breast inspire.

3 Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace,

Thy welcome shall proclaim,

And heaven's eternal arches ring

With thy beloved name.
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95. HEAVEN.

2 There is a home for weary souls

By sin and sorrow driven,

When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals,

When storms arise, and ocean rolls,

And all is drear ; but heaven.

3 There Faith lifts up her cheerful eye

To brighter prospects given,

And views the tempest passing by,

The evening shadows quickly fly,

And all Berene — in heaven.

There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,

And joys supreme are given
;

There rays divine disperse the gloom
;

Beyond the confines of the tomb
Appears the dawn of heaven.

JT

93. Heaven.

1 Tins world is poor from shore to shore,

And like a baseless vision
;

Its lofty domes and brilliant ore,

Its gems and crowns are vain and poor

:

There's nothing rich but heaven.

2 A stranger, lonely here I roam,

From place to place am driven
;

My friends are gone, and I'm in gloom;

This world is all a dismal tomb

:

I have no home but heaven.

3 The clouds disperse ; the light appears ,

My sins are all forgiven
;

Triumphant grace hath quelled my fears

;

Roll on, thou sun ! Fly swift, my years '

I'm on my way to heaven.
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94 Thanksgiving.

2 Among the saints that fill thy house

My offerings shall be paid
;

There shall my zeal perform the vows

My soul in anguish made.

3 How much is mercy thy delight,

Thou ever-blessed God

!

How dear thy servants in thy sight

!

How precious is their blood !

4 Here in thy courts I leave my vow,

And thy rich grace record
;

Witness, ye saints, who hear me now,

If I forsake the Lord !

Be dead, my heart, to worldly charms
;

Be dead to every sin
;

And tell the boldest foe without,

That Jt-sus reigns within.

bode, My songs ad - dress Thy throne.
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Trust in Christ.

1 Prostrate, dear Jesus, at thy feet,

A guilty rebel lies,

And upwards to thy mercy-seat

Presumes to lift his eyes.

2 If tears of sorrow would suffice

To pay the debt I owe,

Tears should from both my weeping eyes

In ceaseless torrents flow.

3 But no such sacrifice I plead,

To expiate my guilt

;

No tears but those which thou hast shed ;

No blood but thou hast spilt.

4 Think of thy Borrows, dearest Lord,

And all my sins forgive ;

Justice will well approve the word

That bids the sinner live.
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Till God shall bid

96. Heaven.

2 Shortly this prison of my clay

Mast be dissolved and fall :

Then, my soul, with joy obey

Thy heavenly Father's call.

3 We walk by faith of joys to come
;

Faith lives upon his word
;

But while the body is our home,
We're absent from the Lord.

4 'Tis pleasant to believe thy grace,

But we had rather see
;

We would be absent from the flesh,

And present, Lord, with thee.

97. The Converted Tuief.

I As on the cross the Saviour hung,
And wept and bled and died,

i—

r

He poured salvation on a wretch,

That languished at his side.

2 His crimes, with inward grief and shame.

The penitent confessed

;

Then turned his dying eyes to Christ,

And thus his prayer addressed :
—

3 " Redeemer, from these scenes of woe,

In triumph shalt thou rise
;

Burst through the gloomy shades of death,

And shine above the skies.

4 " Amid the glories of that world,

Saviour, remember me

;

And in the victories of thy death

Let me a sharer be."

5 His prayer the dying Jesus hears,

And instantly replies,

" To-day thy parting soul shall be

With me in paradise."
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98. Prayer for Grace.

2 In all thy mercies may our souls

Thy bounteous goodness see
;

Nor let the gifts thy grace imparts

Estrange our hearts from thee.

3 Teach us, in time of deep distress,

To own thy hand, God !

And in submissive silence learn

The lessons of thy rod.

4 In every changing scene of life,

Whate'er that scene may be,

Give us a meek and humble mind,

—

A mind at peace with thee.

5 Then may we close our eyes in death,

Free from distracting care
;

For death is life, and labor, rest,

If thou art with us there.

99. Sweet Thoughts of Jesus.

1 When languor and disease invade

This trembling house of clay,

'Tis sweet to look beyond our cage,

And long to ny away :

2 Sweet to look inward, and attend

The whispers of his love
;

Sweet to look upward to the place

Where Jesus pleads above :

3 Sweet on his righteousness to stand,

Which saves from second death
;

Sweet to experience, day by day,

His Spirit's quickening breath.

4 If such the sweetness of the stream,

What must the fountain be,

Where saints and angels draw their blhsa

Immediately from thee

!
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100. Going up to the Sanctuary.

2 At Salem's courts we must appear,

With our assembled powers,

In strong and beauteous order ranged,

Like her united towers.

3 Oh, pray we then for Salem's peace

;

For they shall prosperous be,

Thou holy city of our God,

Who bear true love to thee.

4 May peace within thy sacred walls

A constant guest be found
;

With plenty and prosperity

Thy palaces be crowned.

101. Inhabitants of Heaven.

1 Nor eye hath seen, nor ear hath heard,

Nor 2,°n°^ nor reason known

What joys the Father has prepared

For those that love his Son.

2 But the good Spirit of the Lord

Reveals a heaven to come
;

The beams of glory in his word
Allure and guide us home.

3 Pure are the joys above the sky

And all the region peace

;

Xo wanton lips, nor envious eye

Can sec or taste the bliss.

4 Those holy gates forever bar

Pollution, sin, and shame:

None shall obtain admittance there,

But followers of the Lamb.

Thee, Father, Son, and Spirit, thee,

Let heaven and earth adore
;

Thou art, thou wast, and thou shalt bo

God blessc 1 evermore.



DUNLAPSCREEK. CM.
3——r-H 1 j -f=*n .

.—

r

t-r-J—J =! ^i

That aw - ful day will sure- ly come, Th'appointed hour makes haste,

J J I

i j j J i j i i J -J. -^

_i _=_^_

~~1

^ _ —-^ 1
-T- j

pi^ t«=.

-r
I

I I I I I I I I ' I

When I must stand be - fore mv Judge, And pass the sol - emn

i 1 J. J I /"v/j j i.
I
s J

test.

102. Banishment from God.

9 Thou lovely Chief of all my joys,

Thou Sovereign of my heart,

How could I bear to hear thy voice

Pronounce the word— Depart

!

3 Jesus, I throw my arms around,

And hang upon thy breast

;

Without a gracious smile from thee

My spirit cannot rest.

4 Oh ! tell me that my worthless name
Is graven on thy hands

;

Show me some promise in thy book,

Where my salvation stands.

lUO. To YOU THAT BELIEVE IlE IS PRECIOUS.

1 Dearest of all the names above,

My Jesus and my God,

Who can resist thy heavenly love,

Or trifle with thy blood?

2 Till God in human flesh I see,

My thoughts no comfort find

;

The holy, just, and sacred Three

Are terrors to my mind.

3 But if Immanuel's face appear,

My hope, my joy begins;

His name forbids my slavish fear,

His grace removes my sins.

4 While Jews on their own law rely.

And Greeks of wisdom boast,

I love the incarnate mystery,

And there I fix my trust.

Lord, another day is flown,

And we, a lonely band,

Arc met once more before thy throuo,

To bless thy fostering hand.
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104. Awake, my Soul!

2 A cloud of witnesses around

Hold thee in full survey
;

Forget the steps already trod,

And onward urge thy way.

3 'Tis God's all-animating voice

That calls thee from on high
;

'Tis his own hand presents the prize

To thine aspiring eye.

4 That prize, with peerless glories bright,

Which shall new lustre boast,

When victors' wreaths and monarchs' gems
Shall blend in common dust.

5 Blest Saviour, introduced by thee,

Have I my race begun

;

And, crowned with victory, at thy feet

I'll lay my honors down.

105. My Redeemer Liyks.

1 I know that my Redeemer lives,

And ever prays for me
;

A token of his love he gives,

A pledge of liberty.

2 I find him lifting up my head

;

He brings salvation near
;

His presence makes me free indeed,

And he will soon appear.

3 He wills that I should holy be

;

What can withstand his will?

The counsel of his grace in me
He surely shall fulfil.

4 When God is mine, and I am his,

Of paradise possessed,

I taste unutterable bliss,

And everlasting rest.
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106.

1-

Take up thy Cross.

cross for ev' - ry one, And there's a cross for me.

Ff

2 How happy are the saints above,

Who once went sorrowing here !

But now they taste unmingled love,

And joy without a tear.

3 The consecrated cross I'll bear

Till death shall set me free,

And then go home my crown to wcar,-

For there's a crown for me.

10/ . Soldier of the Cross.

1 Am I a soldier of the cross,

A follower of the Lamb,
And shall I fear to own bis cause

Or blush to i peak bis name?

2 Must I be carried to the skies

On llow< ry beds of case.

While others fought to win the prize,

And sailed through bloody seas ?

3 Are there no foes for me to face ?

Must I not stem the flood ?

Is this vile world a friend to grace.

To help me on to God ?

4 Sure I must fight if I would reign.

Increase my courage, Lord;

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by thy word.

5 Thy saints, in all this glorious war,

Shall conquer, though they die
;

They see the triumph from afar,

And seize it with their eye,

(i When that illustrious day shall

And all thy armies shine

In robes of victory through the skies,

The glory shall be thine.
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lUo. Praise to the Redeemer.

2 Mj gracious Master and my God,

Assist me to proclaim,

To spread through all the earth abroad

The honors of thy name.

3 Jesus ! the name that cuarms our fears,

That bids our sorrows cease
;

'Tis music in the sinner's ears

;

'Tis life and health and peace.

4 He breaks the povrer of reigning sin
;

He sets the prisuner free
;

His blood can make the foulest clean
;

His blood availed for me.

109. ZlOX, ARISE"!

1 Daughter of Zion ! from the dust

Exalt thy fallen head
;

Again in thy Redeemer trust

;

He calls thee from the dead.

2 Awake ! awake ! put on thy strength,

Thy beautiful array

;

The day of freedom dawns at length,

The Lord's appointed day.

3 Rebuild thy walls, thy bounds enlarge,

And send thy heralds forth
;

Say to the south, " Give up thy charge/ 1

And " Keep not back, north !

"

4 They come, they come!— thine exiled bands,

Where'er they rest or roam,
Have heard thy voice in distant lands.

And hasten to their home.

The God of mercy be adore 1,

Who calls our souls from death,

Who saves by his redeeming word
And new-creating breath.
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110. The Invitation-.

2 Ho ! all ye hungry, starving souls,

That feed upon the wind,

And vainly strive with earthly toys

To fill an empty mind,

—

3 Eternal wisdom has prepared

A soul-reviving feast,

And bids your longing appetites

The rieh provision taste.

111. The Invitation.

1 Come, humble sinner, in whose breast

A thousand thoughts revolve,

Come, with your guilt and fear oppressed,

And make this last resolve :

2 " I'll go to Jesus, though my sin

Ilath like a mountain rose
;

I know his courts ; I'll enter in,

Whatever may oppose."
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112. Heavex.

3 Bright, like a sun, the Saviour sits,

And spreads eternal noon
;

No evenings there, nor gloomy nig] its,

To want the feeble moon.

4 Amid those ever-shining skies,

Behold the sacred Dove
;

While banished sin and sorrow flies

F-oin all the realms of love.

113. The Sabbath.

1 To God, our strength, your voice aloud,

In strains of glory raise
;

High to Jehovah, Jacob's God,

Exalt the notes of praise.

2 Now let the gospel trumpet blow
On each appointed feast,

And teach his waiting Church to know
The sabbath's sacred rest.
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Or gives with lib' - ral hands.

114". The Fear of the Lord.

2 As pity dwells within his breast

To all the sons of need,

So God shall answer his request

With blessings on his seed.

^ N( > evil tidings shall surprise

His well-established mind

;

His soul to God, his refuge, flies,

And leaves his fears behind.

4 In times of general distress,

Some beams of light shall shine,

To show the world his righteousness,

And give him peace divine.

115. Panting after God.

1 JESUS ! our fainting spirits cry %

When wilt thou show thy face?

Oh ! when our longings satisfy,

And fill us with thy grace ?

2 We sinners, Lord, with earnest heart,

With sighs and prayers and tears,

To thee our inmost cares impart,

Our burdens and our fears.

3 Thy sovereign grace can give relief,

Thou Source of peace and light,

Dispel the gloomy cloud of grief,

And make our darkness bright.

4 Around thy Father's throne on high,

All heaven thy glory sings
;

And earth, for which thou cam'st to die,

Loud with thy praises rings.

5 Dear Lord, to thee our prayers ascend 3

Our eyes thy face would Bee ;

Oh ! let our weary wanderings end,

Our spirits rest in thee.
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2 Thy counsels, Lord, shall guide my feet

Through this dark wilderness
;

Thy hand conduct me near thy seat,

To dwell before thy face.

3 Were I in heaven without my God,

'Twould be no joy to me ;

And while this earth is my abode,

I long for none but thee.

4 Then to draw near to thee, my God,

Shall be my sweet employ .

My tongue shall sound thy works abroad,

And tell the world my; »y.

11/ . The Cloud of Witnesses.

\ Give me the wings of faith, to rise

Within the veil, and see

t
The saints above— how great their joys,

How bright their glories be.

2 Once they were mourning here below

And wet their couch with tears

They wrestled hard, as we do now.

With sins and doubts and fears.

3 I ask them whence their victory came

:

They, with united breath,

Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb,

Their triumph to his death.

4 The}' marked the footsteps that lie trod.

His zeal inspired their breast

;

And following their incarnate God,

Possess the promised

5 Our glorious Leader claims our praise

For his own pattern given,

While the long cloud of witnesses

Shows the same path to heaven.
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llo. The heavenly Canaan.

B Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood,

Stand dressed in living green
;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood,

While Jordan rolled between

4 Bui timorous mortals start and shrink

To cross this narrow sea,

And linger, shivering, on the brink,

And fear to launch away.
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119. Vision of Heaven.

1 Bright glories rush upon my sight,

And charm my wondering eyes

—

The regions of immortal light,

The beauties of the skies !

2 All hail ! ye fair, celestial shores,

W lands of endless day !

A rich delight your prospect pours-.

And drives my griefs away.
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1^0. Hearing God's York.

2 Night reigns in silence o'er the pole,

And spreads her gems unheard
;

Her lessons penetrate the soul,

Yet borrow not a word.

3 Noiseless the sun emits his fire,

And pours his golden streams
;

And silently the shades retire

Before his rising beams.

4 Oh, grant my soul an ear to hear

Thy deep and silent voice
;

To bend in lowly, filial fear,

And in thy love rejoice.

1.^1. Do this nr Remembrance of Mi.

J If human kindness meets return

And owns the grateful tie ;

In
If tender thoughts within us burn,

To feel a friend is nigh ;
—

2 Oh, shall not warmer accents tell

The gratitude we owe
To Him who died our fears to quell,

Who bore our guilt and woe ?

3 While yet in anguish he surveyed

Those pangs he would not flee,

What love his latest words displayed,

" Meet and remember me! "

4 Remember thee ! thy death, thy shame
Our sinful hearts to share

!

memory, leave no other name
But his recorded there.

On ! let me wing my hallowed flight

From earth-born woe and can 1

.

And soar above these clouds of night.

My Saviour's bliss to share.
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itc^C* Crown hlm Lord of all.

2 Crown him, ye martyrs of our God,

i from his altar call

;

• 1 fche stem of Jesse's rod,

And crown him Lord of all.

3 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,

A remnant weak and small

;

Hail him wno haves you by his grace,

And crown him Lord of all.

4 Ye Gentile sinners, ne'er forget

The wormwood and the gall

;

Go, spread your trophies at his feet,

And crown him Lord of all.

5 Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,

Aiu\ crown him Lord of all.
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123. Submission.

2 " Give nie a calm, a thankful heart,

From every murmur free

;

The blessings of thy grace impart,

And make me live to thee.

3 " Let the sweet hope that thou art mine
My life and death attend,

Thy presence through my journey shine,

And crown my journey's end."

124 Seeking after God.

1 On. that I knew the secret place

Where I might find my God !

I'd spread my wants before his face,

And pour my woes abroad.

2 I'd tell him how my sins ari

What corrows f sustain *

How grace decays and comfort dies,

And leaves my heart in pain.

3 Arise, my soul, from deep distress,

And banish every fear
;

He calls thee to his throne of grace,

To spread thy sorrows there.

125. My Soul panteth for God.

1 As pants the hart for cooling streams.

When heated in the chase
;

So longs my soul, God, for thee.

And thy refreshing grace.

2 For thee, my God, the living God,

My thirsty 60ul doth pine ;

Oh, when shall I behold thy face,

Thou majesty divine?

3 Why restless, why cast down, my soul?

Trust God, who will employ
His aid for thee, and change these sighs

To thankful hymns of joy.
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1.26. The New Jerusalem.

2 Trom the third heaven, where God resides.

That holy, happy place,

The New Jerusalem comes down

Adorned with shining grace.

8 Attending angele shout for joy,

And the bright armies sing

:

* Mortals, behold tho sacred scat

Of your descending King.

4 " The God of glory down to men
Removes his blest abode ;

Men the dear objects of his graco,

And he the loving God.

5 " Ilis own soft hand shall wipe the tears

From every weeping eye
;

And pains and gronns and griefs and fears,

And death itself, shall die."
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Thy Will be done.

2 We in these sacred words can find

A cure for every ill

;

They calm and soothe the troubled mind,

And bid all care be still.

3 Oh, let that will which gave me breath

And an immortal soul,

In joy or grief, in life or death,

My every wish control.

4 Oh, could my heart thus ever pray,

Thus imitate thy Son !

Teach me, God, with truth to say,

" Thy will, not mine, be done."

J^O. Ascension of the Lord.

1 On, for a shout of sacred joy

To God, the sovereign King I

Let every land their tongues employ,

And hymns of triumph sing.

2 Jesus, our God, ascends on high
;

His heavenly guards around

Attend him rising through the sky,

W'ith trumpets' joyful sound.

3 Wliile angels shout and praise their King>

Let mortals learn their strains
;

Let all the earth his honor sing :

O'er all the earth he reigns.

4 Rehearse his praise with awe profound :

Let knowledge lead the song
;

Nor mock him with a solemn sound

Upon a thoughtless tongue.

5 Oh, for a shout of sacred joy

To God, the Sovereign King !

Let every land their tongues employ,

And hymns of triumph sing.
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129. Christ is Precious.

2 Oh, may I ever hear thy voice

In mercy to me speak

;

And in my Priest will I rejoice,

Thou great Melchisedec.

3 My Jesus shall be still my theme,

While on this earth I stay
;

I'll sing my Jesus' lovely name,

When all things else decay.

4 When I appear in yonder cloud,

With all his favored throng,

Then will I sing more sweet, more loud,

And Christ shall be my song.

130. Glad Tidings.

1 What heavenly music do I hear ?

Salvation sounding free

!

wmm I
Ye souls in bondage, lend an ear

;

This is the Jubilee.

2 The gospel sounds a sweet release

To all in misery,

And bids them welcome home to peace ;

This is the Jubilee.

3 Good news, good news, to Adam's race ',

Let Christians all agree

To sing redeeming Love and Grace
;

This is the Jubilee.

4 How sweetly do the tidings roll,

All round, from sea to sea,

From land to land, from pole to pole

!

This is the Jubilee.

5 Jesus is on his mercy-seat,

Before him bend the knee
;

Let heaven and earth the praise repeat

:

This is the Jubilee.
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131. Heaven.

2 There is a home, a happy home,

Where wayworn travellers rest,

Where toil and languor never come,

And every mourner's blest.

3 There is a port, a peaceful port,

A safe and quiet shore,

W here weary mariners resort,

When life's rough journey's o'er.

4 There is a crown, a dazzling crown,

Bedecked with jewels fair;

And priests and kings of high renown

That crown of glory wear.

5 That land lie mine, that calm retreat,

That crown of glory bright

;

Then I'll esteem each bitter sweet,

And every burden light.
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132. Praise.

2 Let all the people of the Lord

His praises spread around

;

Let them his grace and love record,

Who have salvation found.

3 Oh, praise the Lord, for he is good

;

In him we rest obtain
;

His mercy has through ages stood,

And ever shall remain.

133. Praise.

1 My Saviour, my almighty Friend

!

When I begin thy praise,

Where will the growing numbers end,-

The numbers of thy grace ?

2 Thou art my everlasting trust;

Thy goodness I adore :

t

And since I knew thy graces first,

I speak thy glories more.

3 My feet shall travel all the length

Of the celestial road

;

And march with courage in thy strength,

To see my Father, God.

4 When I am filled with sore distress

For some surprising sin,

I'll plead thy perfect righteousness,

And mention none but thine.

5 How will my lips rejoice to tell

The victories of my King !

My soul, redeemed from sin and hell,

Shall thy salvation sing.

6 Awake, awake, my tuneful powers

!

Wibli this delightful song

I'll entertain the darkest hours,

N<*r think the season long.
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134. Delight in God.

2 Whatever thy providence denies

I calmly would resign
;

For thou art good and just and wise :

Oh, bend my will to thine.

3 Whate'er thy sacred will ordains, •

Oh, give me strength to bear

;

And let me know my Father reigns,

And trust his tender care.

135. One in Christ.

1 Blest be the dear, uniting love,

That will not let us part

:

Our bodies may far off remove,

We still are one in heart.

2 Joined in one spirit to our Head,
Where he appoints we go ;

We still in Jesus' footsteps tread,

And show his praise below.
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136. The Bible precious.

2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts

In this dark vale of tears
;

Life, light, and joy it still imparts,

And quells our rising fears.

3 This lamp, through all the tedious night

Of life, shall guide our way,

Till we behold the clearer light

Of an eternal day.

137. Assurance of Hope.

1 When I can read my title clear

To mansions in the skies,

I bid farewell to every fear,

And wipe my weeping eyes.

2 Should earth against my soul engage,

And hellish darts be hurled,

-|- -rEfeEE
Then I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.

3 Let cares, like a wild deluge, come,

And storms of sorrow fall

;

May I but safely reach my home,

My God, my heaven, my all.

4 There shall I bathe my weary soul

In seas of heavenly rest,

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.

lOO. Seek for the Paths.

1 Inquire, ye pilgrims, for the way
That leads to Zion's hill;

And thither set your steady face,

With a determined will.

2 Come, let us to his temple haste,

And seek his favor there ;

Before his footstool humbly how,

And pour our fervent prayer.
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lo9. Declension mourned oyer.

2 Where is the blessedness I knew
When first I saw the Lord

;

Where is the soul-refreshing view

Of Jesus and his word ?

3 Return, holy Dove ; return,

Sweet Messenger of rest

;

I hate the sins that made thee mourn,
And drove thee from my breast.

4 The dearest idol I have known,
WhateYr that idol be,

Help me to tear it from thy throne,

And worship only thee.

5 So shall my walk be close with G ^d,

Calm and serene my frame :

So purer light shall mark the row
That leads me to the Lamb.

^;Ie£e
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the Lamb.
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140. The Love of Christ.

1 Plunged in a gulf of dark despair,

We wretched sinners lay,

Without one cheerful beam of hope,

Or spark of glimmering day.

2 With pitying eyes, the Prince of grace

Beheld our helpless grief

;

He saw, and— oh, amazing love !
—

He ran to our relief.

3 Down from the shining seats above,

With joyful haste he fled,

Entered the grave in mortal flesh,

And dwelt among the dead.

4 Oh, for this love let rocks and hills

Their lasting silence break,

And all harmonious human tongues

'Che Saviour's praises speak.
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Departed Saints.

2 Are we not tending upward too,

As fast as time can move ?

Nor could we wish the hours more slow,

To keep us from our Love.

3 The graves of all the saints he blessed,

And softened every bed
;

"Where should the dying members rest

But with the dying Head !

4 Thence he arose, ascending high,

And showed our feet the way

;

Up to the Lord our flesh shall fly

At the great rising day.

5 Then let the last loud trumpet sound,

And bid our kindred rise
;

Awake, ye nations under ground

;

Ye sa :nts, ascend the skies.

142. Backsliding.

1 How oft, alas ! this wretched heart

Has wandered from the Lord !

How oft my roving thoughts depart,

Forgetful of his word !

2 Yet sovereign mercy calls, " Return .'

"

Dear Lord, and may I come?
My vile ingratitude I mourn

;

Oh, take the wanderer home !

3 Almighty Grace, thy healing power
How glorious, how divine,

That can to life and bliss restore

So vile a heart as mine !

4 Thy pardoning love, so free, so sweet,

Dear Saviour, I adore ;

Oh, keep me at thy sacred feet,

And let me rove no more.
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14«3. Adoration.

2 When heaven, thy beauteous work on high,

Employs my wondering sight,

The moon that nightly rules the sky,

With stars of feebler light ;
—

3 Lord, what is man, that thou shouldst deign

To bear him in thy mind !

Or what his race, that thou shouldst prove

To them so wondrous kind

!

4 thou, to whom all creatures bow
Within this earthly frame,

Thro' all the world, how great art thou !

How glorious is thy name !

144. He died for me.

1 Alas, and did my Saviour bleed,

And did my Sovereign die ?

Would he devote that sacred head

For such a worm as I ?

2 Was it for crimes that I had done

He groaned upon the tree ?

Amazing pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree !

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in,

When God, the mighty Maker, died

For man, the creature's sin.

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face,

While his dear cross appears
;

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt my eyes to tears.

5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay

The debt of love I owe
;

Here, Lord, 1 give myself away ;

'Tis all that I can do.
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140. Death and Resurrection.

2 There, when the turmoil is no more,

And all our powers decay,

Our cold remains in solitude

Shall sleep the years aAvay.

3 Our labors done, securely laid

In this our last retreat,

Unheeded o'er our silent dust

The storms of life shall beat.

4 Yet not thus lifeless, thus inane,

The vital spark shall lie

;

For o'er life's wreck that spark shall rise

To seek its kindred sky.

5 These ashes, too, this little dust

Our Father's care shall keep,

Till the last angel rise and break

The long and dreary sleep.

to the tomb.
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6 Then love's soft dew o'er every eye

Shall shed its mildest rays,

And the long silent dust shall burst

With shouts of endless praise.

146. The Invitation.

1 The Saviour calls ! let every ear

Attend the heavenly sound

:

Ye doubting souls, dismiss your fear

;

Hope smiles reviving round.

2 For every thirsty, longing heart

Here streams of bounty flow
;

And life and health and bliss impart

To banish mortal woe.

3 Here springs of sacred pleasure rise,

To ease your every pain—
Immortal fountain ! full supplies !

—
Nor shall you thirst in vain.
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147. Follow Me.

2 Through floods and flames, if Jesus leads,

I "11 follow where he goes
;

" Hinder me not !
" shall be my cry,

Though earth and hell oppose.

3 And when my Saviour calls me home,

Still this my cry shall be,—
li Hinder me not— come, welcome death !

I'll gladly go with thee."

148. The Bible.

1 A glory gilds the sacred page,

Majestic, like the sun ;

It gives a light to every age

;

It gives, but borrows none.

2 The hand that gave it still supplies

The gracious light and heat

;
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His truths upon the nations rise ;

They rise, but never set.

3 Let everlasting thanks be thine

For such a bright display

As makes a world of darkness shine

With beams of heavenly day.

149. Christ's Advent.

1 Hark, the glad sound ! the Saviour come s

!

The Saviour promised long !

Let every heart prepare a throne,

And every voice a song.

2 On him the Spirit, largely poured,

Exerts its sacred fire
;

Wisdom and might, and zeal and love,

His holy breast inspire.

3 Our glad hosannas, Prince of peace,

Thy welcome shall proclaim
;

And heaven's eternal arches ring

With thy beloved name.
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lOO. Evening Meditations.

2 I love in solitude to shed

The penitential tear,

And all his promises to plead,

Where none but God can hear.

3 I love to think on mercies past,

And future good implore,

And all my cares and sorrows cast

On him whom I adore.

4 I love by faith to take a view

Of brighter scenes in heaven
;

The prospect doth my strength renew,

While here by tempests driven.

5 Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er,

May its departing ray

Be calm as this impressive hour,

And lead to endless day.

151. The Mercies of God.

1 When all thy mercies, my God,

My rising soul surveys,

Transported with the view, I'm lost

In wonder, love, and praise.

2 Unnumbered comforts to my soul

Thy tender care bestowed,

Before my infant heart conceived

From whom those comforts flowed.

3 When, in the slippery paths of youth,

With heedless steps I ran,

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe,

And led me up to man.

4 Through every period of my life

Thy goodness I'll pursue ;

And after death, in distant worlds,

The glorious theme renew.
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Early Piety.

2 Lo, such the child whose early feet

The paths of peace have trod ;

Whose secret heart, with influence sweet,

Is upward drawn to God.

3 By cool Siloam's shady rill

The lily must decay
;

The rose that blooms beneath the hill

Must shortly fade away.

4 thou whose infant feet were found

Within thy Father's shrine,

Whose years, with changeless virtue

crowned,

Were all alike divine, —
5 Dependent on thy bounteous breath,

We seek thy grace alone
;

In childhood, manhood, age, and death,

T(j kerp up still thine own.

153. The Time is short.

1 The year rolls round, and steals away

The breath that first it gave

;

Whate'er we do, where'er we be,

We're travelling to the grave.

2 Great God ! on what a slender thread

Hang everlasting things

!

Th' eternal state of all the dead

Upon life's feeble strings !

3 Infinite joy, or endless woe,

Attends on every breath
;

And yet how unconcerned we go

Upon the brink of death !

4 Waken, Lord ! our drowsy smpe,

To walk this dangerous road
;

And if our souls are hurried hence,

May they be found with God.
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154. God's Face hidden.

2 Soon as the morn the light revealed,

His praises tuned my tongue
;

And when the evening shades prevailed,

His love was all my song.

3 In prayer my soul drew near the Lord,

And saw his glory shine
;

And when I read his holy word,

I called each promise mine.

4 Now, when the evening shade prevails,

My soul in darkness mourns
;

And when the morn the light reveals,

No light to me returns.

5 Now Satan threatens to prevail,

And make my soul his prey
;

Yet, Lord, thy mercies cannot fail
;

Oh ! come without delay.

155. Greatness of God.

1 Great God, how infinite art thou !

What worthless worms are we

!

Let the whole race of creatures bow,

And pay their praise to thee.

2 Thy throne eternal ages stood,

Ere seas or stars were made

;

Thou art the ever-living God,

Were all the nations dead.

3 Nature and time quite naked lie

To thine immense survey,

From the formation of the sky

To the great burning day.

4 Eternity, with all its years,

Stands present in thy view ;

To thee there's nothing old appears;

Great God, there's nothing new.
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156. Opening Worship.

2 We come to hear Jehovah speak,

To hear the Saviour's voice
;

Thy face and favor, Lord, we seek—
Now make our hearts rejoice.

3 Teach us to pray and praise, to hear

And understand thy word,

To feel thy blissful presence near,

And trust our living Lord.

4 Let sinners now thy goodness prove,

And saints rejoice in thee
;

Let rebels be subdued by love,

And to the Saviour flee.

157. Heaven.

1 Ix vain my fancy strives to paint

The moment after death
;

' The glories that surround a saint,

When yielding up his breath.

2 One gentle sigh his fetters breaks ;

We scarce can say, "He's gone !

"

Before the willing spirit takes

Its mansion near the throne.

3 We strive, but all our efforts fail,

To trace the spirit's flight

;

No eye can pierce within the veil

Which hides the world of light.

4 Thus much (and this is all) we know,

Saints are completely blest

;

Have done with sin and care and woe,

And with their Saviour rest.

5 On harps of gold they praise his name

;

His face they always view
;

Then let us followers be of them,

That we ma}' praise him too.
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158. Cleansing Blood.

2 My dying Saviour and my God,

Fountain for guilt and Bin,

Sprinkle me ever with thy blood,

And cleanse and keep me clean.

3 Wash me, and make me thus thine own

;

Wash me, and mine thou art

;

Wash me, but not my feet alone,—
My hands, my head, my heart.

4 Th' atonement of thy blood apply,

Till faith to sight improve
;

Till hope in full fruition die,

And all my soul be love.

159. Regeneration.

1 I was a grovelling creature once,

And basely cleaved to earth :

I wanted spirit to renounce

The clod that gave me birth.

2 But God has breathed upon a worm,

And sent me from above

Wings such as clothe an angel's form—
The wings of joy and love.

3 With these to Pisgah's top I fly,

And there delighted stand,

To view, beneath a shining sky,

The spacious promised land.

4 The Lord of all the vast domain

lias promised it to me,

—

The length and breadth of all the plain,

As far as faith can see.

5 Bow glorious is my privilege!

To thee for help T call

;

1 stand upon a mountain's edge;

Oh, save me, lest I fall!
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160. Delight in God.

2 My heart, Lord ! forgets to rove,

But rises gladly free,

On wings of everlasting love,

And finds its home in thee.

3 When evening's silent shades descend,

And nature sinks to rest,

Still, to my Father and my Friend,

My wishes are addressed.

4 Though tears may dim my hours of joy,

And bid my pleasures flee,

Thou reign 'st where grief cannot annoy
;

1 will be glad in thee.

5 And e'en when midnight's solemn gloom

Above, around is spread,

Sweet dreams of everlasting bloom

Are hovering o'er my head.

161. Tue Lord's Supper.

1 According to thy gracious word,

In meek humility,

This will I do, my dying Lord,

—

I will remember thee.

2 The body, broken for my sake,

My bread from heaven shall 1)6 ;

Thy testamental cup I take,

And thus remember thee.

3 When to the cross I turn mine eyes,

And rest on Calvary,

Lamb of God, my Sacrifice,

I must remember thee.

4 And when these failing lipa grow dumb,
And mind and memory flee,

When thou shalt in thy kingdom come,

Jesus, remember me.



80 DOWNS. CM.

~£-rl2zo—:iq— J-J T~fc:b3j=r:iq=J_J '

j
—,- q=P=i

Dh. Lowell Mason.

1

In Thee, great God, with songs of praise, Our favored realms re-joice,

i J i i i. . J J J i J A J
I I | --LJ-J.J-

^ ISC

r i r r r. r ri i

And, blessed with Thy sal-va - tion, raise To heaven their cheerful voice.

j
j_j.

lo^2. National Thanksgiving.

2 In deep distress, our injured land

Implored thy power to save
;

For life we prayed: thy bounteous hand

The timely blessing gave.

3 On thee, in want, in woe, or pain,

Our hearts alone rely
;

Our rights thy mercy will maintain,

And all our wants supply.

4 Thus, Lord, thy wondrous power declare,

And still exalt thy fame
;

While we glad songs of praise prepare

For thine almighty name.
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163. Prater.

I Psayer is the bouI'a sincere desire,

Unuttered (> i' expressed

;
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The motion of a hidden fire

That trembles in the breast.

2 Prayer is the simplest form of speech

That infant lips can try
;

Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach

The Majesty on high.

3 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath,

The Christian's native air,

His watchword at the gate of death ;

He enters heaven with prayer.

104. Return, Wanderer.

1 Return, wand'rer ! to thy home

;

Thy Father calls for thee ;

No Longer now an exile roam,

In guilt and misery.

2 Return, wand'rer ! to thy home,

'Tis Jesus calls for thee
;

The Spirit arid the Bride nay, Cuine I

Oli ! now for refuge flee.
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165. Praise.

2 Faith grasps the blessings she desires
;

Hope points the upward gaze
;

And love, celestial love, inspires

The eloquence of praise.

3 But sweeter far the still small voice,

Unheard by human car.

When God has made the heart rejoice,

Ani dried the bitter tear.

166. The Latter Days.

1 Behold, the mountain of the Lord

In latter days shall rise

On mountain tops above the hills,

And draw the wondering eyes.

2 To this the joyful nations round,

All tribes and tongues, shall How;
" Up to the hill of God," they'll say,

• And to his house, we'll go."
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lb#. Prayer for Peace and Salvation.

2 The world and worldly things beloved,

My anxious thoughts employed
;

And time unhallowed, unimproved,

Presents a fearful void.

3 Yet, holy Father, wild despair

Chase from my laboring breast

;

Thy grace it is which prompts the prayer

;

That grace can do the rest.

4 My life's brief remnant all be thine !

And when thy sure decree

Bids me this fleeting breath resign,

Oh ! speed my soul to thee.

168. A Sight of the Cross.

1 In evil long I took delight,

[Jnawed by shame or fear,

Till a new object struck my sight,

And stopped my wild career.

2 I saw One hanging on a tree,

In agony and blood,

Who fixed his languid eyes on me,

As near the cross I stood.

3 Sure, never, till my latest breath,

Can I forget that look :

It seemed to charge me with his death,

Though not a word he spoke.

4 Alas ! I knew not what I did
;

But now my tears are vain
;

Where shall my trembling soul be hid,

For I the Lord have slain?

5 A Becond look he gave, that 6a id,

" I freely all forgive :

This blood is for thy ransom paid,

I die that thou may'st livo.*'
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169. Worship in Heaven.

2 " Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry,

" To be exalted thus ;

"

" Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply,

" For he was slain for us."

3 Jesus is worthy to receive

Honor and power divine
;

And blessings, more than we can give,

Be, Lord, forever thine.

4 Let all that dwell above the sky,

And earth and air and seas,

Conspire to lift thy glories high,

And speak thine endless praise.

5 The whole creation join in one,

To bless the sacred name
0/ him that sits upon the throne,

And to adore the Lamb.

pip?:
1/0. Afflictions Useful.

1 In trouble and in grief, God,

Thy smile hath cheered my way,

And joy hath budded from each thorn

That round my footsteps lay.

2 The hours of pain have yielded good

Which prosperous days refused ;

As herbs, though scentless when entire,

Spread fragrance when they're bruited

3 The oak strikes deeper as its boughs

By furious blasts are driven ;

So life's tempestuous Btorma the more

Have fixed my heart in heaven.

4 All-gracious Lord, whate'er my lot

In other times may be,

I'll welcome still the heaviest grief

That brings me near to thee.
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l/J. All Fading but the Soul.

2 Sweet rose ! in air whose odors wave,

And color charms the eye,

Thy root is even in the ground,

Ana thou, alas ! must die.

3 Sw< el Bpring ! of days and roses made,

Whose charms for beauty vie,

Thy da"s depart, thy roses fade
;

Thoi too, alas ! must die.

4 Only a sweet and holy soul

Hath tints that never fly:

While flowers decay and seasons roll,

It lives, and cannot die.

Forget not, brother, thou hast sinned,

And sinful yet mayst be

;

Deal gently with the erring; heart,

A;; God lias dealt with thee.
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172. Early Piety.

3 'Tis easier work, if we begin

To fear the Lord betimes ;

While Burners who grow old in sin,

Are hardened in their crimes.

i To thee, al • thee

Our childhood we ra

'Twill please us to look back and see

That our whole lives were thiue.

173. Pleasures Unseen.

1 Oh, could our thoughts and wishes fly

Above these gloomy shades,

To those bright worlds beyond the Bkjj

Which t arrow ne'er invades!

2 There een by mortal eyes,

Or reason's feeble ray,

In ever-blooming prospects rise,

Unconscious of decay.
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174. H°w ^ove I THY Law!

2 My waking eyes prevent the day

To meditate thy word
;

My soul with longing melts away

To hear thy gospel, Lord.

6 How doth thy word my heart engage

!

How well employ my tongue !

And in my tiresome pilgrimage

Yields me a heavenly song.

i When nature sinks, and spirits droop,

Thy promises of grace

Are pillars to support my hope,

And there I write thy praise.

I/O. God in the Sanctuary.

1 Arise, King of grace ! arise,

And enter to thy rest

;

Lo ! thy church waits, with longing eyes,

Thus to be owned and blessed.

2 Enter, with all thy glorious train,

Thy spirit and thy word
;

All that the ark did once contain

Could no such grace afford.

3 Here, mighty God, accept our vows
;

Here let thy praise be spread
;

Bless the provisions of thy house,

And fill thy poor with bread.

4 Here let the Son of David reign,

Let God's Anointed shine;

Justice and truth his court maintain,

With love and power divine.

5 Here let him hold a lasting throne,

And, an bis kingdom grows,

Freeh honors shall adorn his crown,

And Bhame confound his foes>
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5 Haste, my Beloved ; fetch my soul

Up to thy blest abode
;

Fly, for my spirit longs to see

My Saviorr and my God.

Begin the high, celestial strain,

My raptured soul, and sing

A sacred hymn of grateful praise

To heaven's almighty King.
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177 . The Glories of tile Lamb.

2 Let elders worship at his feet

;

The Church adore around,

With vials full of odors sweet,

And harps of sweeter sound.

3 Those are the prayers of all the saints,

And these the hymns they raise
;

Jesus is kind to our complaints
;

lie loves to hear our praise.

178. Prayer to Christ.

1 Tnou, the heaven's eternal King,

Lord of the starry spheres !

Who with the Father equal art

From everlasting years,

—

2 Anoint me with thy heavenly grace,

Adopt me for thine own.

That I may see tliy glorious face,

And worship at thy throne !
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179. The Sabbath.

2 Bright o'er the earth the star of eve

Her radiant beauty sheds,

And myriad sisters calmly weave

Their light around our heads.

3 Rest, man, from labor ; rest from sin
;

The world's hard contest close
;

The holy hours with God begin
;

Yield thee to sweet repose.

4 Bright o'er the earth the morning ray

li> sacred light will cast—
Fair emblem of the glorious day

That evermore shall last.

180. The Gospel.

1 On, what amazing words of grace

Arc in the Gospel found

!

And comes the day

i i
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Suited to every sinner's case,

AY ho knows the joyful sound.

2 Poor, sinful, thirsty, fainting souls

Arc freely welcome here
;

Salvation like a river rolls,

Abundant, free, and clear.

3 Come, then, with all your wants and wounds,

Your every burden bring
;

Here love, unchanging love, abounds,

—

A deep, celestial spring.

4 Whoever will— oh, gracious word !
—

Shall of this stream partake
;

Come, thirsty souls, and bless the Lord
;

And drink for Jesus' sake.

5 Millions of sinners, vile as you,

Have here found life and peace ;

Come, then, and prove its virtues too,

And drink, adore, and bless.
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2 So let the Saviour be adored,

And not the poor despised
;

Give to the hungry from your board,

But all, give all to Christ.

3 Go, clothe the naked, lead the blind,

Give to the weary rest

;

For sorrow's children comfort find,

And help for all distressed ;
—

4 But give to Christ alone thy heart.

Thy faith, thy love supreme ;

Then for his sake thine alms impart,

And so give all to him.

lo^c. The Witnessing Spirit.

1 Why should the children of a King

Go mourning all their day

Great Comforter, descend and bring

Some tokens of thy grace.

2 Dost thou not dwell in all the sain is,

And seal the heir of heaven ?

When wilt thou banish my complaint*!

,

And show my sins forgiven ?

3 Assure my conscience of her part

In the Redeemer's blood
;

And bear thy witness with my heart,

That I am born of God.

4 Thou art the earnest of his love,

The pledge of joys to conic ;

And thy soft wings, celestial Dove,

Will safe convey me home.

Lift up to God the voice of praise,

For hope's transporting ray,

Which Lights thro" darkest shades of death

To realms of endless day.
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183. Grace.
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2
?Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,

And grace my fears relieved :

How precious did that grace appear,

The hour I first believed

!

3 Through many dangers, toils, and snares,

I have already come
;

'Tis grace has brought me safe thus far,

And grace will lead me home.

Heaven.

1 Oh, happy land ! oh, happy land !

Where Bainte and angels dwell

:

We long to join that glorious band,

And all their anthems swell.

2 But every voice in yonder throng

On earth has breathed a prayer

:

Xo lips untaught may join that »OQ£,

Or learn the music there.
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185. The Deathless Soul.

2 The soul of man, Jehovah's breath,

That keeps two worlds at strife

;

Hell moves beneath to work its death,

Heaven stoops to give it life.

3 God, to reclaim it, did not spare

His well-beloved Son

;

Jesus to save it, deigned to bear

The sins of all in One.

4 And is this treasure borne below

In earthly vessels frail ?

Can none its utmost value know
Till flesh and spirit fail ?

5 Then let us gather round the cross,

This knowledge to obtain
;

Not by the soul's eternal loss,

f .
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Repentance.

1 With tears of anguish I lament,

Here, at thy feet, my God,

My passion, pride, and discontent,

And vile ingratitude.

2 Sure, there was ne'er a heart so

So false as mine has been

;

So faithless to its promises,

So prone to every sin

!

8 How long, dear Saviour, shall I feel

These struggles in my breast?

\\ hen Wilt thou bow my stubborn will,

And give my conscience rest?

4 Break, e rvereigD Grace, ohbreakthe charm

Aiul set the captive i'vee !

Reveal, almighty God, thine arm,

And haste to rescue me.
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Io7. Tin; Renewing Spirit.

2 Give thou the word ; that healing sound

Shall quell the deadly strife
;

And earth again, like Eden crowned,

Produce the tree of life.

3 Lo ! every kindred, tongue, and tribe,

Assembling round the throne,

The new creation shall ascribe

To sovereign love alone.

lOO. Christ is all in all.

1 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

" Cnme unto me and rest

;

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down
Thy head upon my breast."

2 I came to Jesus as I was,

Weary and worn and sad;

i r i

the form - less void.

plpppgi
I found in him a resting-place,

And he has made me glad.

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

" Behold, I freely give

The living water ! Thirsty one,

Stoop down, and drink, and live."

4 I came to Jesus, and I drank

Of that life-giving stream :

My thirst was quenched ; my soul revived ,

And now I live in him.

5 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

11 1 am this dark world's light

:

Look unto me ; thy morn shall rise,

And all thy day be bright."

6 I looked to Jesus, and I found

In him my Star, my Sun ;

And in that light of light 1*11 walk

Till all my journey V done.
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189. Hope.

3 Each care, each ill of mortal birth,

Is sent in pitying love,

To lift the lingering heart from earth,

And speed its flight above.

4 And every pang that wrings the breast,

And every joy that dies,

Tells us to seek a purer rest,

And trust to holier ties.

Yes, there are joys that cannot die,

With God laid up in store,

—

Treasures beyond the changing sky,

More bright than golden ore.

190. Heaven.

1 While thro' this changing world wc roam,

From infancy to age,

Heaven is the Christian pilgrim's home,

His rest at every stage.

2 Thither his raptured thought ascends,

Eternal joys to share

;

There his adoring spirit bends,

While here he kneels in prayer.

3 From earth his freed affections rise

To fix on things above,

Where all his hope of glory lies,

Where all is perfect love.

4 Oh, there may we our treasure place,

There let our hearts be found,

That still, where sin abounded, gracn

May more and more abound.

5 Henceforth our conversati m be

With Christ before the throne;

Ere long, we vyv t > eye shall see,

And know as we are kn-.wn.
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191. The Saviour's Agony.

2 Go to the garden, sinner; see

Those precious drops that flow
;

The heavy load he bore for thee
;

For thee he lies so low.

3 Then learn of him the cross to bear

;

Thy Father's will obey
;

And, when temptations press thee near,

Awake to watch and pray.

192. Slain and Reviving.

1 Smote by the law, I'm justly slain
;

Great God, behold my case

;

Pity a sinner filled with pain,

Nor drive me from thy face.

2 Dread terrors fright my guilty soul

;

Thy justice, all in flames,

Gives sentence on this heart so foul,

So hard, so full of crimes.

3 'Tis trembling hardness that I feel

;

I fear, but don't relent,

—

Perhaps of endless death the seal

:

Oh, that I could repent

!

4 My prayers, my tears, my vows are vile,

My duties black with guilt

;

On such a wretch can mercy smile,

Though Jesus
1

blood was spilt?

5 Speechless I sink to endless night

;

I see an opening hell

:

But lo ! what glory strikes my sight

!

Such glory who can tell ?

6 Enwrapped in these bright beams of peace*

I feel a gracious God :

Swell, swell the note : oh, tell his grace
;

Sound his high praise abroad!
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193. Praise.

2 Glad shouts aloud, wide echoing round,

The ascending God proclaim
;

The angelic choir respond the sound,

And shake creation's frame.

3 Oh ! shout, ye people, and adore

;

Exulting strike the chord

;

Let all the earth, from shore to shore,

Confess the almighty Lord.

194. Providence Mysterious.

1 God moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform

;

lie plants his footsteps in the sea,

And rides upon the Btorm.

2 Deep in unfathomable mines

Of never-failing skill,

He treasures up his bright designs,

And works his sovereign will.

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ;

The clouds ye so much dread

Are big with mercy, and shall break

In blessings on your head.

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,

But trust him for his grace
;

Behind a frowning providence

He hides a smiling face.

5 His purposes will ripen fast,

Unfolding every hour

;

The bud may have a bitter taste,

But sweet will be the flower.

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err,

And scan his work in vain ;

God is his own interpreter,

And lie will make it plain.
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195. Praise to the Prince of Peace.

2 Praise him who laid his glory by

For man's apostate race
;

Praise him who stooped to bleed and die,

And crown him " Prince of Peace."

3 Ye nations, lay your weapons down
;

Let war forever cease
;

Immanuel for your Sovereign own,

And crown him " Prince of peace."

196. Endless Praise.

3 Nor will I cease thy praise to sing,

When death shall close mine eyes
;

My thoughts shall then to nobler, height!

And sweeter raptures rise.

4 Then shall my lips, in endless praise,

Their grateful tribute pay
;

The theme demands an angel's tongue,

And an eternal day.

197. Children instructed.

1 Yes, I will bless thee, my God,

Through all my fleeting days
;

And to eternity prolong

Thy vast, thy boundless praise.

2 Nor shall my tongue alone proclaim

The honors of my God
;

My life, with all its active powers,

.Shall spread thy praise abroad.

1 Let children hear the mighty deeds

Which God performed of old,—
Which in our younger years we saw,

And which our fathers told.

2 He bids us make his glories known,
His works of power and grace

;

And we'll convey his wonders down
Through every rising race.
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198. Seeking Rest.

2 Oh, cease, my wandering soul,

On restless wing to roam

;

All the wide world, to either pole,

Has not for thee a home.

3 Behold the ark of God ;

Behold the open door
;

Hasten to gain that dear abode,

And rove, my soul, no more.

4 There, safe thou shalt abide

;

There, sweet shall be thy rest

;

And every longing satisfied,

With full salvation blessed.

5 And when the waves of ire

Again the earth shall fill,

The ark shall ride the sea of fire,

Then rest on Zion's hill.

199. The Lord Exalted.

1 Exalt the Lord our God,

And worship at his feet

;

His nature is all holiness,

And mercy is his seat.

2 When Israel was his church,

When Aaron was his priest,

When Moses cried, when Samuel prayed,

He gave his people rest.

3 Oft he forgave their sins,

Nor would destroy their race
;

And oft he made his vengeance known,

When they abused his grace.

4 Exalt the Lord our God,

Whose grace is still the same ;

Still he's a God of holiness,

And jealous for his name.
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/^U(J. The Trinity invoked.

2 Thou Prince of life, arise,

Nor let thy glory cease
;

Far spread the conquests of thy grace,

And bless the earth with peace.

3 Holy Spirit, rise,

Expand thy heavenly wing,

And o'er a dark and ruined world,

Let light and order spring.

4 Oh, all ye nations, rise
;

To God the Saviour sing

;

From 6hore to shore, from earth to heaven,

Let echoing anthems ring.

201. Adoption.

1 Behold, what wondrous grace

The Father hath bestowed

On sinners of a mortal race,

To call them sons of God

!

2 Nor doth it yet appear

How great we must be made

;

But when we see our Saviour here,

We shall be like our Head.

3 If in my Father's love

I share a filial part,

Send down thy Spirit like a dove,

To rest upon my heart.

4 We would no longer lie,

Like slaves, beneath the throne

;

My faith shall Abba Father cry,

And thou the kindred own.

To God the Father, Son,

And God the Holy Ghost,

By saints on earth be honor done.

And by the heavenly host.
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^ Sweet at the dawning hour,

Tby boundless love to tell

;

And when the night wind shuts the flower,

Still on the theme to dwell.

3 Sweet on this day of rest,

To join, in heart and voice,

With those who love and serve thee best,

And in thy name rejoice.

4 To songs of praise and joy,

Be every sabbath given,

That such may be our blest employ

Eternally in heaven.

*2,\)o* The Church our Delight.

1 I LOTS thy kingdom, Lord,

The house of thine abode,

The church our blest Redeemer saved

With his own precious blood.

2 I love thy church, God;

Her walls before thee stand,

Dear as the apple of thine eye,

And graven on thy hand.

3 If e'er my heart forget

Her welfare or her woe,

Let every joy this heart forsake,

And every grief o'erflow.

4 Beyond my highest joy,

I prize her heavenly ways,

Her sweet communion, solemn vows,

Her hymns of love and praise.

5 Sure as thy truth shall last,

To ZioD shall be given

The brightest glories earth can yield,

And brighter bliss of heaven.
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2 Turn, turn thee to my soul

;

Bring thy salvation near
;

When will thy hand release my feet

Out of the deadly snare ?

3 When shall the sovereign grace

Of my forgiving God
Restore me from those dangerous ways
My wandering feet have trod ?

4 Oh, keep my soul from death,

Nor put my hope to shame

;

Tor I have placed my trust alone

In my Redeemer's name.

205. The Judgment.

1 I saw, beyond the tomb,

The awful Judge appear,

=P iz^£i-=w=s

Prepared to scan with strict account

My blessings wasted here.

2 His wrath, like naming fire,

Burned to the lowest hell

;

And in that hopeless world of woe

He bade my spirit dwell.

3 My friends— now friends no more—
At infinite remove,

Left me to gain their rich reward,

And taste forgiving love.

4 Then to the Lord I prayed,

And raised a bitter cry :

" Hear me, God, and save my soul,

Lest I forever die !

"

5 He heard my humble cry
;

He Bayed my soul from death

;

To him I'll give my heart and hands.

And consecrate my breath.
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/cub. Sowing and Reaping.

2 Sad to his toil he goes,

His seed with weeping leaves ;

But he shall come, at twilight's close,

And bring his golden sheaves.

207. The Atoning Blood.

1 Not all the blood of beasts,

On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,

Or wash away the stain.

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Takes ali our guilt away ;

A sacrifice of nobler name,

And richer blood than they.

3 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of thine,

While as a penitent I stand,

And there confess my sin.

13-
j i

4 Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove

;

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,

And sing his bleeding love.

208. The Lord is Risen.

1 " Tee Lord is risen indeed !

"

Then hell has lost its prey
;

With him is risen the ransomed seed

To reign in endless day.

2 " The Lord is risen indeed !

"

Attending angels, hear

;

Up to the courts of heaven, wTith speed.

The j »vf 1 tidings bear.

3 Then take your golden lyres.

And strike each cheerful chord;

Join all the bright, celestial choirs,

To sinjr our risen Lord.
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209. The Lord's Day.

2 The King himself comes near,

And feasts his saints to-day

;

Here we may sit, and see him here,

And love and praise and pray.

3 My willing soul would stay

In such a frame as this,

And sit and sing herself away
T:> everlasting bliss.

210. The Exile's Song.

1 Your harps, ye trembling saints,

Down from the willows take

;

Loud to the praise of love divine

Bid every string awake.

2 Though in a foreign land,

We are not far from home

;

And nearer to our house above

We every moment come.
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211. The Good Shepherd.

2 lie leads me to the place

Where heavenly pasture grows,

Where living waters gently pass,

And full salvation flows.

3 If e'er I go astray,

lie doth my soul reclaim
;

And guides me in his own right way,

For his most holy name.

4 While he afFords his aid,

I cannot yield to fear
;

Th'/ I should walk thro' death's dark shade,

My Shepherd's with me there.

212. Rest.

1 Oh, where shall rest be found,

-

Rest for the weary soul?

'Twere vain the ocean depths to sound

Or pierce to either pole.

2 The world can never give

The bliss for which we sigh ;

'Tis not the whole of life to live,

Nor all of death to die.

3 Beyond this vale of tears

There is a life above,

Unmeasured by the flight of years ;

And all that life is love.

4 There is a death whose pang

Outlasts the fleeting breath.

Oil, what eternal horrors hang

Around the second death !

5 Lord God of truth and grace,

Teach us that death to slum :

Lest we be banished from thy face,

And evermore undone.
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213. Nearer Home.

2 Nearer my Father's house,

Where many mansions be
;

Nearer the throne where Jesus reigns
;

Nearer the crystal sea
;

3 Nearer my going home,

Laying my burden down,

Leaving my cross of heavy grief,

Wearing my starry crown
;

4 Nearer that hidden stream,

Winding through shades of night,

Rolling its cold, dark waves between

Me and the world of light.

5 Jesus, to thee I cling

;

Strengthen my arm of faith
;

Stay near me while my wayworn feet

Press through, the stream of death.

214.
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The Call to Arms.

1 Soldiers of Christ, arise,

And put your armor on :

Strong in the strength which God supplies

Through his eternal Son.

2 Strong in the Lord of Hosts,

And in his mighty power.

Who in the strength of Jesus trusts

Is more than conqueror.

3 Stand, then, in his great might,

With all his strength endued
;

But take, to arm you for the fight,

The panoply of God.

4 That having all things done,

And all your conflicts past,

Ye may o'crcome, through Christ alone,

And stand entire at last.



106 LABAN. S. M.
Dr. Lowell Mason. 1830.

•^ -W5 i i i i i
i r

Thy boun - ties, gra

. J ___J
-*-

¥ :IS
ti - tude we

-rrH—

J

-J-g i=sst
ft

-o-

p T*flF

*
"'" n

e praise Thy pro - vi - den - tial care, That showers its bless - ings down

215. Thanksgiving.

2 With joy thy people bring

Their offerings round thy throne

;

With thankful souls, behold, we pay

A tribute of thine own.

3 Oh ! may this sacrifice

To thee, the Lord, ascend ;

An odor of a sweet perfume,

Presented by his hand.

216. Following Christ.

1 Arise, ye saints, arise

;

The Lord our leader is ;

The foe before his banner flies,

For victory is his.

2 We hope to see the day

When all our toils shall cease
;

When we shall cast our arms away,

And dwell in endless peace.

3 This hope supports us here
;

It makes our burdens light

;

'Twill serve our drooping hearts to cheer,

Till faith shall end in sight.

21 /. Now is the Accepted Time.

1 Now is the accepted time
;

Now is the day of grace
;

Now, .sinners, come, without delay,

And seek the Saviour's face.

2 Now is the accepted time ;

The Saviour calls to-day ;

To-morrow it may be too late
;

Then why should you delay ?

3 Now is the accepted time ;

The gospel bids you come ;

And every promise in his word

Declares there yet is room.
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,21 0. Sing to me of Heaven.

2 Then to my raptured ear,

Let one sweet song be given
;

Let music charm me last on earth,

And greet me first in heaven.

I

3 Then close my sightless eyes,

And lay nie\down to rest,

And clasp my cold and icy hands

Upon uiy lifeless breast.

4 Then round my senseless clay,

Assemble those I love ;

And sing of heaven, delightful heaven,

My glorious home above.

219. Heaven Desired.

1 My Father's house on high !

Home of my soul ! how near,

At times, to faith's foreseeing eye

Thy golden gates appear !

2 Ah ! then my spirit faints

To reach the land I love,

The bright inheritance of saints,—
Jerusalem above.

3 Yet clouds will intervene,

And all my prospects th ;

Like Noah's dove I flit between

Rough seas and stormy sky.

4 Anon the clouds depart,

The winds and waters cease ;

While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart

Expands the bow of peace.

5 I hear at morn and even,

At noon and midnight hour,

The choral harmonies of heaven

Earth's Babel-tongues o'erp »\ver.



108 SILVER STREET. S. M.
I. Smith.

^t=«

Conic, sound His praise a - broad,III I
I I

est- e J -m- gj =

i r
And hymns of glo - ry

i i J Ji

r

ISi&^ii^igi

Je - ho - vah is the sov - 'reign

J- .J- I !

The

_ -^>
|

I

220.

i-

Adoratiox.

^=t

r
God,

, J Si.

ver - sal King.

2 He formed the deeps unknown

;

He gave the seas their bound

;

The watery worlds are all his own,

And all the solid ground.

3 Come, worship at his throne
;

Come, bow before the Lord
;

We are his work, and not our own

;

He formed us by his word.

4 To-day attend his voice,

Nor dare provoke his rod ;

Come, like the people of his choice,

And own your gracious God.

221. Grace.

1 Grace! 'tis a charming sound,

Harmonious to my ear ;

Heaven with the echo shall resound,

And all the earth shall hear.

2 Grace first contrived a way
To save rebellious man

;

And all the steps that grace display

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3 Grace taught my wandering feet

To tread the heavenly road
;

And new supplies each hour I meet,

While pressing on to God.

4 Grace all the work shall crown,

Through everlasting days;

It lays in heaven the topinjst stone,

And well deserves the praise.

How l*eauteou.6 are their feet

Who stan 1 i>n Zi >n's bill

!

Who bring Balvation on their tongues,

And words of peace reveal.
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222. Home at Last !

2 Safe at home ! safe at home !

Let the echo go

To soothe the hearts that mourn me yet,

In that first home below.

His dear arms are round me now,

Who was for sinners slain
;

Through him I've won eternal life
;

For me to die was gain.

Safe at home ! safe at home !

From an earthly shore
;

I'll bless and praise thee, my God,

Forever, evermore.
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2^2*3. Thy Word is a Light.

2 But where the gospel comes,

It spreads diviner light

;

It calls dead sinners from the tombs,

And gives the blind their sight.

3 How perfect is thy word,

And all thy judgments just

!

Forever sure thy promise, Lord,

And men securely trust.

4 My gracious God, how plain

Are thy directions given

!

Oh, may I never read in vain,

But find the path to heaven.

224u Boldness in Prayer.

1 Behold the throne of grace

!

The promise calls mu near

;

And life and light con
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There Jesus shows a smiling face,

And waits to answer prayer.

2 That rich atoning blood,

Which sprinkled round I see,

Provides for those who come to God
An all-prevailing plea.

3 My soul, ask what thou wilt

;

Thou canst not be too bold :

Since his own blood for thee he spilt,

What else can he withhold ?

4 Thine image, Lord, bestow,

Thy presence and thy love

;

I ask to serve thee here below,

And reign with thee above.

5 Teach me to live by faith
;

Conform my will to thine :

Let me victorious be in death,

And then in glory shine.
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225. Watch.

2 Oh ! watch and fight and pray

;

The battle ne'er give o'er
;

Renew it boldly every day,

And help divine implore.

3 Ne'er think the victory won,

Nor lay thine armor down
;

Thy arduous work will not be done

Till thou obtain thy crown.

4 Fight on, my soul, till death

Shall bring thee to thy (rod
;

He'll take thee at thy parting breath

Up to his blest abode.

2s2X). Sinking to the Lord.

1 \wake, and sin^r the Bong

Of Moses and the Lamb ;

1

i
i

Wake every heart and every tongue,

To praise the Saviour's name.

2 Sing of his dying love ;

Sing of his rising power
;

Sing how he intercedes above,

For us, whose sins he bore.

3 Sing, till we feel our heart

Ascending with our tongue ;

Sing till the love of sin depart,

And grace inspire our song.

4 Soon shall we hear him say,—
M Ye blessed children, come !

"

Soon will he call us hence away
To our eternal home.

" "Watch !
" 'Tis your Lord's command

;

And while we speak, he's near
;

Mark the first signal of his hand,

And ready all appear.
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227. Brotherly Love.

2 Before our Father's throne

We pour our ardent prayers
;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims arc one,

Our comforts and our cares.

3 We share our mutual woes,

Our mutual burdens bear

;

And often for each other flows

The sympathizing tear.

4 When we asunder part,

It gives us inward pain
;

But wc shall still be joined in heart,

And hope to meet again.

5 Tli is glorious hope revives

Our courage by the way,

While each in expectation lives,

And longs to sec the day.

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain,

And sin we shall be free

;

And perfect love and friendship reigo

Through all eternity.

228. Frailty of Man.

1 The pity of the Lord,

To those that fear his name,

Is such as tender parents feel

;

He knows our feeble frame.

2 He knows wc are but dust,

Scattered by every breath ;

His anger, like a rising wind,

Can send us swift to death.

3 But thy compassions, Lord,

To endless years endure

;

And children's children ever find

Thy words of promise sure.
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229. The Mercy-Seat.

2 Not the fair palaces

To which the great resort,

Are once to be compared with this,

Where Jesus holds his court.

3 Here, on the mercy-seat,

With radiant glory crowned,

Our joyful eyes behold him sit

And smile on all around.

4 Give me, Lord, a place

Within thy blest abode,

Among the children of thy grace,

The servants of my God.

2oU, Pleading for Pardon.

1 Thou Lord of all above

And all below the sky,

Prostrate before thy feet I fall,

And for thy mercy cry.

2 Forgive my follies past,

The crimes which I have done

;

Oh, bid a contrite sinner live,

Through thine incarnate Son.

3 Guilt, like a heavy load,

Upon my conscience lies ;

To thee I make my sorrows known,

And lift my weeping eyes.

4 The burden which I feel,

Thou only canst remove
;

Do thou display thy pardoning grace

And thine unbounded love.

5 One gracious look of thine

Will ease my troubled breast

:

Oh ! let me know my sins forgiven.

And I shall then be ble^t.
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2<31. Compassion for Sinners.

2 The Son of God in tears

Angels with wonder see
;

Be thou astonished, my soul

;

He shed those tears for thee.

3 He wept that we might weep
;

Each sin demands a tear ;

In heaven alone no sin is found,

And there's no weeping there.

232. Death and Resurrection.

1 And must this body die,

This mortal frame decay?

And must these active limbs of mine

Lie mouldering in the clay?

2 Corruption, earth, and worms

Shall but refine this flesh,

-r
Till my triumphant spirit comes,

To put it on afresh.

3 God, my Redeemer, lives,

And often, from the skies,

Looks down and watches all my dust,

Till he shall bid it rise.

4 Arrayed in glorious grace

Shall these vile bodies shine,

And every shape and every face

Look heavenly and divine.

5 These lively hopes we owe
To Jesus' dying love

;

We would adore his grace below,

And sing his power above.

G Dear Lord, accept the praise

Of these our humble songs,

Till tunes of nobler sound we raise

With our immortal tongues.
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2,00. Hope thou in God.

2 Through waves and clouds and storms,

He gently clears thy way
;

Wait thou his time ; so shall this night

Soon end in joyous day.

3 Far, far above thy thought

His counsel shall appear,

When fully he the work hath wrought,

That caused thy needless fear.

4 What though thou rulest not;

Yet heaven and earth and hell

Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne,

And ruleth all things well.

,co4. Bless the Lord, ye Saints

I Stand up and bless the Lord,

Ye people of his choice,—

5FFMI' :i*H-f-^ '
r

Stand up and bless the Lord your God,

With heart and soul and voice.

2 Though high above all praise,

Above all blessing high,

Who would not fear his holy name,

And laud and magnify ?

3 Oh for the living flame,

From his own altar brought,

To touch our lips, our minds inspire,

And wing to heaven our thought

!

4 God is our strength and song,

And his salvation ours
;

Then be his love in Christ proclaimed,

With all our ransomed powers.

5 Stand up and bless the Lord

;

The Lord your God adore

;

Stand up and bless his glorious name
Henceforth for evermore.



THATCHER. S. M.
Handel.

!?=H=
ffpfTT"rrifr^

'Tis God the Spi - rit leads In paths be - fore un - known ; The
1

• j • J I j J J j I \d ' d d

p p r
'

i

flj°
i

i r r
i p ?- -?=*

work to be per - form'd is ours, The strength is all His own.be
i
—

-

SiHEl -?-
ZSSt=Ml

235. Tue Holy Spirit our Strength.

2 Supported by his grace,

We still pursue our way

;

And hope at last to reach the prize,

Secure in endless day.

3 'Tis he that works to will

;

'Tis he that works to do

;

His is the power by which we act

His be the glory too.

236. Tuy Kingdom Come.

1 Revive thy work, Lord,

And send salvation down:
Let the sharp arrows of thy word,

Now pierce the hearts of stone.

2 Ride in thy prosperous car

;

Regain thy people lost

;

-tr
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Let thy right hand conduct the war ;

Let victory crown thy host.

237

.

The Resurrection.

1 Rest for the toiling hand,

Rest for the anxious brow,

Rest for the weary, way-worn feet,

Rest from all labor now ;
—

2 Soon shall the trump of God
Give out the welcome sound

That shakes thy silent chamber-walls,

And breaks the turf-sealed ground.

3 Ye dwellers in the dust,

Awake ! come forth and sing
;

Sharp has your frost of winter been,

But bright shall be your spring.

4 'Twas bowd in weakness here;

'Twill (hen be raised in power:

That which was sown an earthly seed

Shall rise a heavenly flower.
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238. Revive thy Work.

2 Awake thy chosen few

To fervent, earnest prayer ;

Again their sacred vows renew,

Thy blessed presence 6hare.

3 Thy Spirit then will speak

Through lips of feeble clay,

And hearts of adamant will break,

And rebels will obey.

4 Lord, lend thy gracious ear
;

Oh ! listen to our cry ;

Oh ! come and bring salvation here :

Our hopes on thee rely.

239. Tue Lord's Table.

i Jesus invites Lis saints

To meet around his board

;

Here pcrdoned rebels sit, and hold

Communion with their Lord.

2 For food he gives his flesh
;

He bids us drink his blood ;

Amazing favor, matchless grace,

Of our descending God !

3 This holy bread and wine

Maintains our fainting breath,

By union with our living Lord,

And interest in his death.

4 \Ve are but several parts

Of the same broken bread

;

One body hath its several limbs,

But Jesus is the Head.

5 Let all our powers be joined

His glorious name to raise,

Pleasure and love till every mind,

And every voice be praise.
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>c40. I was a Wanderer.

2 The Shepherd sought his sheep,

The Father sought his child

;

They followed me o'er vale and hill,

O'er deserts waste and wild :

They found me nigh to death,

Famished and faint and lone
;

They bound me with the bands of love,

They saved the wandering one.

3 Jesus my Shepherd is
;

'Twas he that loved my soul

;

'Twas he that washed me in his blood

;

'Twas he that made me whole

:

'Twas he that sought the lost

;

That found the wandering sheep

;

'Twas he that brought me to the fold

;

'Tis he that still doth keep.

•241. " The Lord is my Shepherd."

1 The Lord my Shepherd is
;

I shall be well supplied :

Since he is mine, and I am his,

What can I want beside ?

2 He leads me to the place

Where heavenly pasture grows
;

Where living waters gently pass,

And full salvation flows.

3 If e'er I go astray,

He doth my soul reclaim :

And guides me in his own right way,

For his most holy name.

4 While lie affords his aid,

1 cannot yield to fear
;

Though I should walk through death's

dark shade,

My Shepherd's with me there.

5 In spite of all my foes,

Thou dost my table spread

;

My cup with blessings overflows,

And joy exalts my head.

6 The bounties of thy love

Shall crown my future days
;

Nor from thy house will I remove,

Nor cease to speak thy praise.

^4^The former Things are passed awat.

1 The people of the Lord

Are on their way to heaven
;

There they obtain their great reward

;

The prize will there be given.

2 'Tis conflict here below
;

'Tis triumph there, and peace :

On earth we wrestle with the foe

;

In heaven our conflicts cease.

3 'Tis gloom and darkness here ;

'Tis light and joy above

;

There all is pure, and all is clear

;

There all is peace and love.

4 There rest shall follow toil,

And ease succeed to care :

The victors there divide the spoil

;

They sing and triumph there.

5 Then let us joyful sing

;

The conflict is not Ions:

:

We hope in heaven to praise our King
In one eternal song.
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24 Jesus our Living Head.

2 God pities all our griefs

;

He pardons every day
;

Almighty to protect our souls,

And wise to guide our way.

3 How large his bounties are

!

What various stores of good,

Diffused from our Redeemer's hand,

And purchased with his blood !

4 Jesus, our living Head,

We bless thy faithful care
;

Our Advocate before the throne,

And our Forerunner there.

244. I am the Way.

1 Jesus, my truth, my way,

M3 sure unerring light,

On thee my feeble steps I stay,

Which thou wilt guide aright.

2 My wisdom and my guide,

My counsellor thou art

;

Oh, never let me leave thy side,

Or from thy paths depart.

•240. Justified by Christ's Death.

1 Ah, how shall fallen man
Be just before his God ?

If he contend in righteousness,

We sink beneath his rod.

2 The mountains, in thy wrath,

Their ancient seats forsake
;

The trembling earth deserts her place,—
Her rooted pillars shake.

3 All, how shall guilty man
Contend with such a God ?

None— none can meet him, and escape,

But through the Saviour's blood.
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246. God's Fatherly Rod.

2 How gentle was the rod

That chastened us for sin !

How soon we found a smiling God
Where deep distress had been

!

3 A Father's hand we felt

;

A Father's love we knew :

'Mid tears of penitence we knelt,

And found his promise true.

4. Now will we bless the Lord,

And in his strength confide :

Jehovah ever be adored
;

There is no God beside.

247. SuproRT in Death.

1 When on the brink of death

My trembling soul shall stand,
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Waiting to pass that awful flood,

Great God, at thy command ;
—

2 When every scene of life

Stands ready to depart

;

And the last sigh that shakes the frame

Shall rend this bursting heart ;
—

3 Thou Source of joy supreme, —
Whose arm alone can save.—

Dispel the darkness that surrounds

The entrance to the grave.

4 Lay thy supporting hand

Beneath my sinking head ;

And with a ray of love divine

Illume my dying bed.

5 Leaning on Jesus' breast,

May I resign my breath
;

And in his kind embraces lose

The bitterness of death.
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248. Precious Bible.

2 Thy threatenings wake my slumbering eyes,

And warn me where my danger lies

;

But 'tis thy blessed Gospel, Lord,

That makes my guilty conscience clean,

Converts my soul, subdues my sin,

And gives a free but large reward.

3 Who knows the errors of his thoughts ?

My God, forgive my secret faults,

And from presumptuous sins restrain :

Accept my poor attempts of praise,

That I have read thy book of grace

And book of nature not in vain.

^49. Judges warned.

1 Judges, who rule the world by laws,

Will ye despise the righteous cause,

When the oppressed before you stands?

Dare yc condemn the righteous poor,

And let rich sinners go secure,

While gold and greatness bribe your hands?

2 Have ye forgot, or never knew,

That God will judge the judges too?

High in the heavens his justice reigns

;

Yet you invade the rights of God,

And send your bold decrees abroad,

To bind the conscience in your chains
'

3 Th' Almighty thunders from the sky

;

Their grandeur melts, their titles die—
They perish like dissolving frost

;

As empty chaff, when whirlwinds rise,

Before the sweeping tempest flies,

So shall their hopes and names be lost

.

4 Thus shall the vengeance of the Lord

Safety and joy to saints afford ;

And all that hear shall join and say,—
" Sure there's a God that rules on high—
A God that hears his children cry,

And will their sufferings well repay.
"
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250. The Sinner warned.

2 Soon night comes on . with thickening shade

;

The tempest hovers o'er thy head,

The winds their fury pour

;

The lightnings rend the earth and skies

;

The thunders roar ; the flames arise
;

What terrors fill that hour

!

3 That warning voice, sinner ! hear,

Whose accents linger on thine ear

;

Thy footsteps now retrace
;

Renounce thy sins and be forgiven
;

Believe, become an heir of heaven,

And sing redeeming grace.

251. Home Missions.

I When, Lord, to this our western land,

Led by thy providential hand,

Our wandering fathers came.

Their ancient homes, their friends in youth,

Sent forth the heralds of thy truth,

To keep them in thy name.

2 Then, through our solitary coast,

The desert features soon were lost

;

Thy temples there arose ;

Our shores, as culture made them fair,

Were hallowed by thy rites, by prayer,

And blossomed as the rose.

3 And oh ! may we repay this debt

To regions solitary yet

Within our spreading land
;

There brethren, from our common home,

Still westward, like our fathers, roam,

Still guided by thy hand.

4 Saviour, we own this debt of love
;

Oh, shed thy Spirit from above,

To move each Christian breast,

Till heralds shall thy truth proclaim,

And faemplefl vise, to iix thy name
Through all our desert west.
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252. Plea for Mercy.

2 Slain in the guilty sinner's stead,

His spotless righteousness I plead,

And his availing blood :

Thy merit, Lord, my robe shall be
;

Thy merit shall atone for me,

And bring me near to God.

3 Then snatch me from eternal death

;

The Spirit of adoption breathe
;

His consolations send ;

By him some word of life impart,

And sweetly whisper to my heart,

" Thy Maker is thy Friend."

253. Strangers and Sojourners.

How happy is the pilgrim's lot

!

How free from every anxious thought,

From worldly hope and fear !

Confined to neither court nor cell,

His SOul disdains on earth to dwell—
He only sojourns here.
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ZUHb m I^he Sinner awakened.

2 When to the law I trembling fled,

It poured its curses on my head

;

I no relief could find.

This fearful truth increased my pain,

4
.
4 The sinner must be born again,"

And whelmed my tortured mind.

3 Again did Sinai's thunder roll,

And guilt lay heavy on my soul,

A vast, oppressive load :

Alas ! I read and saw it plain,

" The sinner must be born again,"

Or drink the wrath of God.

4 But while I thus in anguish lay,

The bleeding Saviour passed that way,

My bondage to remove
;

The sinner, once by justice slain,

Now by his grace is born again,

And sings redeeming love.
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255. The Lord in his Garden.

2 This makes the dry and barren ground

In springs of water to abound,

And fruitful soil become.

The desert blossoms like the rose,

When Jesus conquers all his foes,

And makes his people one.

3 Soon we shall reign, and shout, and sing,

And make the upper regions ring,

When all the saints get home.

Come on, come on, my brethren dear,

Soon we shall meet together there
;

Our Jesus bids us come.

256. Prayer for Conviction.

1 Lo, on a narrow neck of land,

'Twixt two unbounded seas I stand

Secure, insensible

:

A point of time, a moment's space,

Removes me to that heavenly place,

Or shuts me up in hell.

2 God, my inmost soul convert,

And deeply on my thoughtless heart

Eternal things impress

:

Give me to feel their solemn weight,

And tremble on the brink of fate,

And wake to righteousness.

257. The Judgment.

1 When thou , my righteous Judge, shalt come

To fetch thy ransomed people home,

Shall I among them stand ?

Shall such a worthless worm as I,

Who sometimes am afraid to die,

Be found at thy right hand?

2 I love to meet among them now,

Before thy gracious feet to bow,

Though vilest of them all

:

But— can I bear the piercing thought?—
What if my name should be left out,

When thou for them shalt call.

3 Lord, prevent it by thy grace

;

Be thou my only hiding-place,

In this the accepted day :

Thy pardoning voice, oh, let me hear,

To still my unbelieving fear
;

Nor let me fall, I pray.

4 Let me among thy saints be found,

Whene'er th'archangel's trump shall sound

To see thy smiling face
;

Then loudest of the crowd I'll sing,

While heaven's resounding mansions rip^;

With shouts of sovereign grace.

258. Death is near.

1 The grave is near the cradle seen ;

How swift the moments pass between,

And whisper as they fly—
" Unthinking man, remember this,

That, 'mid thy sublunary bliss,

Thou 60on must fade and die !

"

2 My soul, attend the solemn call

;

Thine earthly tent must quickly fall,

And thou must take thy flight

Beyond the vast ethereal blue,

To love and sing as angels do,

Or sink in endless nhdit.
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259. Brotherly Love.

Like fruitful showers of rain,

That water all the plain,

Descending from the neighboring hills,

Such streams of pleasure roll

Through every friendly soul,

Where love, like heavenly dew, distils.

260. Jehovah reigns.

The Lord Jehovah reigns,

And royal state maintains,

His head with awful glories crowned

;

Arrayed in robes of light,

Begirt with sovereign might,

And rays of majesty around.



DARWELL. H. M. 129
Rev. W. Dakwell.

m&m
Gird on Thy conq'ring sword, As - cend Thy shi - ning car, And

i.J, J- -A

*:
EE £

i I I II
-s « * *—,-&-

EEEEb i S
I

march, al - migh - ty Lord, To wage Thy ho - ly war. Be - fore His

i*—*z 4 U M̂=^ t

M
\JL j=L A.

m^i
mm .-

i

-r- r S
^ ;

wheels, In glad sur - prise, Ye val - leys, rise, And sink, ye hills.

S=3 X PIS!]

261. Gird ox thy Sword.

2 Before thine awful face

Millions of foes shall fall,

The captives of thy grace—
The grace which conquers all.

The world shall know, I What wondrous things

Great King of kings, I Thine arm can do.

3 Here to my willing soul

Bend thy triumphant way
;

Here every foe control,

And all thy power display.

My heart, thy throne,

Blest Jesus, see,

I

Bows low to thee,

To thee alone.

262. Praise.

Come, let our voices join

In one glad song of praise
;

To God, the God of love,

Our .thankful hearts we'll raise ;

To God alone I Our earliest and

All praise belongs,
|
Our latest songo.
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263. Turn Ye.

2 No longer now delay,

Nor vain excuses frame ;

Christ bids you come to-day,

—

Though poor and blind and lame:

All things are ready, sinners, come
;

In Mercy's arms there yet is room.

3 Compelled by bleeding love,

Ye wandering souls, draw near
;

He calls you from above
;

Uis melting accents hear :

Oh, whosoever will, may come;

In Mercy's arms there yet is room.

264. •
I-HY Kingdom Come

Sovereign of worlds above

And Lord of all below,

Thy faithfulness and love,

Thy power and mercy show :

Fulfil thy word
;

I Let heathens live

Thy spirit give ; |
And praise the Lord
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all is still ; Now wild it floats, In tuneful notes, Loud, sweet and clear.

265. The Angels' Song.

2 The angelic hosts descend,

With harmony divine ;

3ee how from heaven they bend,

And in full chorus join :

" Fear not, "they say; I
Jesus, your King,

"Great joy we bring: |
Is born to-day."

3 Glory to God on high !

Ye mortals, spread the sound,

And let your raptures fly

To earth's remotest bound ;

For peace on earth,

From God in heaven,

To man i:
:

At Jesus'

given,

birth.

2m. The Sabbath.

Welcome, delightful morn

;

Thou day of sacred rest,

I hail thy kind return :

Lord, make these moments blessed

:

From the low train I I soar to reach

Of mortal toys, |
Immortal joys.
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'2u7. The Sun of Righteousness.

2 Why, Saviour, why conceal

Thy beams of grace and love?

Those heavenly rays reveal,

Which cheer the saints above;

Those ra}^s nliall chase the night away,

And bring the blight millennial day.

3 Yet, Jesus, should thy will

Defer that sacred morn,

Hear our petition still,

Nor leave the world forlorn:

Jesus, till that resplendent day,

Shine on our souls with powerful ray.

268. Our Pilot.

Jesus, at thy command,

1 launch into the deep,

And leave mv native land.

Where Mil lulls all asleep.

For thee 1 would the world resign,

And sail to heaven with thee and thine.
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269. The Intercessor.

2 He ever lives above,

For me to intercede
;

His all-redeeming love,

His precious blood to plead.

His blood atoned for all our race,

And sprinkles now the throne of grace.

3 Five bleeding wounds he bears,

Received on Calvary

;

They pour effectual prayers,

They strongly speak for me.
" Forgive him, oh, forgive !

" they cry,

11 Nor let that ransomed sinner die."

4 The Father hears him pray,—
His dear anointed One

;

He.cannot turn away
The presence of his Son

;

His Spirit answers to the blood,

And tells me I am born of God.
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270. Jesus reigns.

2 Jesus, the Saviour, reigns,

The God of truth and love :

When he had purged our stains,

He took his seat above
;

Lift up your hearts; I Rejoice, again

Lift up your voice
; |

I say, rejoice.

3 His kingdom cannot fail

;

He rules o'er earth and hoaven

;

The keys of death and hell

Are to our Jesus given
;

Lift up your hearts ; I Rejoice, again

Lift up your voice
; |

I say, rejoice.

4 He sits at God's right hand,

Till all his foes submit,

And how to his command,
And fall beneath his feet;

Lift up your hearts; I Rejoice, again

Lii'r up your voice;
|
I say, rejoico.
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,271. " The Lord is risen.

2 Love's redeeming work is done,

Fought the fight, the battle won

;

Lo, the sun's eclipse is o'er
;

Lo, he sets in blood no more.

3 Lives again our glorious King

!

" Where, Death, is now thy sting !

"

Once he died our souls to save
;

" Where's thy victory, boasting grave !

"

4 Soar we now where Christ has led,

Following our exalted Head ;

Made like him, like him we rise

;

Ours the cro68, the grave, the skies.

2T( td m His Kingdom shall endure.

1 Hark ! the song of Jubilee,

Loud as mighty thunders roar.

Aim j j

Or the fulness of the sea

When it breaks upon the shore.

2 Hallelujah ! for the Lord

God omnipotent shall reign ;

Hallelujah ! let the word

Echo round the earth and main.

3 Hallelujah ! hark, the sound

From the centre to the skies,

Wakes above, beneath, around,

All creation's harmonies.

4 See ! Jehovah's banner furled,

Sheathed his'sword ; he speaks; 'tisd-jru

And the kingdoms of this world

Are the kingdom of his Son.

5 He shall reign from pole to pole,

With illimitable sway,

He shall reign, when, like a scroll.

Yonder heavens have passed away.
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273. Mary at the Sepulchre.

2 Grief and sighing quickly fled,

When she heard his welcome voice;

Just before she thought him dead,

Now he bids her heart rejoice.

What a change his word can make,

Turning darkness into day !

. You who weep for Jesus' sake,

lie will wipe your tears away.

o He who came to comfort her,

When she thought her all was lost,

AVill for your relief appear,

Though you now are tempest-tossed.

On his word your burden cast;

On his love your thoughts employ;

Weeping for a while may last,

But the morning brings the joy.

274. The Martyrs.

1 Who are these arrayed in white,

Brighter than the noonday sun ;

Foremost of the sons of light,

Nearest the eternal throne ?

These are they that bore the cross,

Nobly for their Master stood
;

Sufferers in his righteous cause,

Followers of the dying God.

2 Out of great distress they came
;

AVashed their robes, by faith, below,

In the blood of yonder Lamb

—

Blood that washes white as snow

;

Therefore are they next the throne
,

Serve their Maker day and night;

God resides among his own ;

God doth in liis saints delight.
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2, / U% The Stream of Life.

2 'Tis an ever-varied flood

Always rolling to its sea

;

Slow, or quick, or mild, or rude,

Tending to eternity.

ZJi 6. Lead me, Lord!

1 Shepherd of thy little flock,

Lead me to the shadowing rock,

Where the richest pasture grows ;

Where the living water flows ;

2 By that pure and silent stream,

Sheltered from the scorching beam ;

Shepherd, Saviour, Guardian, Guide,

Keep me ever near thy side.

2 # / • Saints' Privileges.

1 Sweet the time, exceeding sweet,

When the saints together meet

;

When the Saviour is the theme

;

When they join to sing of him.

2 Sing we then eternal love,

Such as did the Father move ;

He beheld the world undone,

Loved the world, and gave his Son,

3 Sing the Son's amazing love
;

How he left the realms above ;

Took our nature, and our place;

Lived and died to save our race.

4 Sing we, too, the Spirit's love

;

With our wretched hearts he strove

;

Filled our minds with grief and fear

;

Brought the precious Saviour near.

5 Sweet the place, exceeding sweet,

Where the saints in glory meet

;

Where the Saviour's still the theme;

Where they sec and sing of him.
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278. Holy Lord God Almighty.

2 While on earth ordained to stay,

Guide our footsteps in thy way ;

Then on high we'll joyful raise

Songs of everlasting praise.

3 Lord, thy mercies never fail

;

Hail, celestial goodness, hail

!

Be thy glorious name adored,

Holy, holy, holy Lord.

279. Faint Not -

i Faint not, Christian ; though the road

Leading to thy blest abode

Darksome be, and dangerous too,

Christ, thy Guide, will bring thee through

2 Faint not, Christian ; though the world

Has its hostile flag unfurled,

Hold the cross of Jesus fast;

Thou shalt overcome at last.

3 Faint not, Christian ; though within

There's a heart so prone to sin

;

Christ the Lord is over all

;

He'll not suffer thee to fall.

4 Faint not, Christian ; look on high ;

See the harpers in the sky

;

Patient wait, and thou wilt join—
Chant with them of love divine.

280. Peace on Earth !

1 Peace ! the welcome sound proclaim

;

Dwell with rapture on the theme
;

Loud, still louder swell the strain,—
Peace on earth, good-will to men.

2 Christians, who these blessings feel,

And in adoration kneel,

Loud, still louder swell the strain, —
Praise to God, good-will to men.
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2ol. Jesus, the Shepherd.

2 Thee their guide and guard they own

;

Thee they love, and thee alone
;

Thee they follow day by day,

Tearful lest their feet should stray.

3 Lord, thy helpless sheep behold ;

Gather all unto thy fold ;

Gently lead the wanderers home
;

Watch them, lest again they roam.

4 Bring thy sheep, now far astray,

Lost in Satan's evil way :

Then, the fold and shepherd one,

We shall praise thee round the throne.

'282. The Bible.

1 Holy Bible, book divine,

Precious treasure, thou art mine ;

Mine, to tell me whence I came

;

Mine, to teach me what I am

;

2 Mine, to chide me when I rove

;

Mine, to show a Saviour's love ;

Mine art thou, to guide my feet

;

Mine, to judge, condemn, acquit

;

3 Mine, to comfort in distress,

If the Holy Spirit bless
;

Mine, to show, by living faith,

How to triumph over death ;

4 Mine, to tell of joys to come,

And the rebel sinner's doom ;

thou precious book divine !

Precious treasure, thou art mine

!

Shepherd of the ransomed flock,

Lead us to the shadowing rock,

Where the cooling waters flow,

Where the freshening pasture! grow-
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283. Rock of Ages.

2 Should my zeal no respite know,

Should my tears forever flow,

All for sin could not atone
;

Thou must save, and thou alone

;

Nothing in my hand I bring

;

Simply to thy cross I cling.

3 While I draw this fleeting breath,

When mine eyelids close in death,

When I soar to worlds unknown,

And behold thee on thy throne,

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in thee.

^2o4. Gbthsbmane.

1 Go to dark Gcthsemane,

Ye that feel the tempter's power,

Your Redeemer's conflict see,

Watch with him one bitter hour

;

Turn not from his griefs away,

Learn of Jesus Christ to pray.

2 Follow to the judgment-hall

;

View the Lord of life arraigned

;

Oh, the wormwood and the gall

!

Oh, the pangs his soul sustained

!

Shun not suffering, shame, or loss ;

Learn of him to bear the cross.

3 Calvary's mournful mountain climb

;

There, adoring at his feet,

Mark that miracle of time,

God's own sacrifice complete :

" It is finished !
" hear him cry

;

Learn of Jesus Christ to die.

4 Early hasten to the tomb,

Where they laid his breathless clay;

All is solitude and gloom,

Who hat!) taken him away?

Christ L8 risen ; he meets our eyes;

Saviour, teach us so to rise.
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285. Submission.

2 Thou hast bought me with thy blood,

Opened wide the gate to God

;

Peace I ask— but peace mu6t be,

Lord, in being one with thee.

3 May thy will, not mine, be done ;

May thy will and mine be one :

Chase these doubtings from my heart

;

Now thy perfect peace impart.

4 Saviour, at thy feet I fall

;

Thou my Life, my God, my All

Let thy happy servant be

One for evermore with thee.

286. Hasten, Sinner.

] Haste, sinner, now be wise

;

Stay not for the morrow's sun ;

4 ! ^,±_l=J:

Wisdom if you still despise,

Harder is it to be won.

2 Haste, and mercy now implore

;

Stay not for the morrow's 6un,

Lest thy season should be o'er,

Ere this evening's stage be run.

3 Haste, sinner, now return ;

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thy lamp should cease to burn

Ere salvation '8 work is done.

4 Haste, sinner, now be blest

;

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest perdition thee arrest,

Ere the morrow is began

Sing we to our God above

Praise eternal as his love ;

Praise him, all ye heavenly hoet-

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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*2o7 . Bless thy Church, Lord.

2 Then shall God, with lavish hand,

Scatter blessings o'er the land
;

Earth shall yield her rich increase,

Every breeze shall whisper peace
;

And the world's remotest bound

With the voice of praise resound.

288. The Litany.

1 Saviour, when in dust to thee

Low we bow th' adoring knee
;

"When, repentant, to the skies

Scarce we lift our streaming eyes ;

Oh, by all thy pains and woe,

Suffered once for man below,

Bending from thy throne on high,

Hear our solemn litany.

2 By thy helpless infant years ;

By thy life of wante and tears ;

By thy days of sore distress

In the savage wilderness
;

By the dread permitted hour

Of th' insulting tempter's power, -^

Turn, oh, turn a pitying eye
;

Hear our solemn litany.

3 By thine hour of dire despair
;

By thine agony of prayer

;

By the cross, the nail, the thorn,

Piercing spear and torturing scorn ;

By the gloom that veiled the skies

O'er the dreadful sacrifice,

—

Listen to our humble cry

;

Hear our solemn litany.

Sing we to our God above,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

Praise eternal as his love

;

Praise him, all ye heavenly hoet
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289. The Saints above.

2 Once indeed, like us below,

Pilgrims in this vale of tears
;

Torturing pain and heavy woe,

Gloomy doubts, distressing fears,

These, alas ! full well they knew,

Sad companions of their way
;

Oft on them the tempest blew,

Through the long and cheerless day.

3 Oft their vileness they deplored,

Wills perverse and hearts untrue
;

Grieved they had not loved the Lord—
Loved as they had wished to do

;

But these days of weeping o'er,

Past this scene of toil and pain,

They shall feel distress no more,

Never, never weep again.

290. The Conquerors.

1 Palms of glory, raiment bright,

Crowns that never fade away,

Gird and deck the saints in light

;

Priests and kings and conquerors they

Yet the conquerors bring their palms

To the Lamb amid the throne,

And proclaim, in joyful psalms,

Victory through his cross alone.

2 Kings for harps their crowns resign,

Crying, as they strike the chords,

" Take the kingdom ; it is thine,

King of kings and Lord of lords ;

"

Round the altar priests confess ;

If their robes are white as snow,

'Twas the Saviour's righteousness.

And his blood that made them so.
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291. Twilight Meditations.

ii Soon for me the light of day

Shall forever pass away

;

Then, from sin and sorrow free,

Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee.

292. Pleading for Mercy.

1 Gently, gently lay thy rod

On my sinful head, God

!

Stay thy wrath, in mercy stay,

Lest I sink beneath its sway.

2 Ileal me, for my flesh is weak
;

Ileal me, for thy grace I seek
;

This my only plea I make—
Ileal me for thy mercy's sake.

3 Lo ! he comes— he heeds my plea
;

Lo ! he comes— the shadows flee
;

Glory round me dawns once more

;

Kibe, my spirit, and adore !

293* Pleading for Mercy.

1 Depth of mercy ! can there bs

Mercy still reserved for me ?

Can my God his wrath forbear ?

Me, the chief of sinners, spare

!

2 I have long withstood his grace

;

Long provoked him to his face

;

Would not hearken to his calls ;

Grieved him by a thousand falls.

3 There for me the Saviour stands

;

Shows his wounds, and spreads his hantta
;

God is love ! I know, I feel

;

Jesus weeps and loves me still.

4 Now incline me to repent

;

Let me now my fall lament

;

Now my foul revolt deplore
;

Weep, believe, and sin no more
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294. Opening a Prayer-Meeting.

2 Lord, when we approach thy throne,

Make thy power and glory known :

Thus may we be taught to call

Humbly on the Lord of all,

And with reverence and with fear

At thy footstool to appear.

3 Teach us, as we breathe our woes,

On thy promise to renose ;

All thy tender love to trace

In the Saviour's work of grace
;

And with confidence depend

On a gracious God and Friend.

Blessed are the sons of God ;

They are bought with Jesus' 1)1ood ;

They are ransomed from the grave ;

Life eternal they shall have.

AVith them numbered may we be,

Now and through eternity.
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295. Tde New Year.

2 As the winged arrow flies

Speedily the mark to find
;

As the lightning from the skies

Darts and leaves no trace behind —
Swiftly thus our fleeting daya

Bear us down life's rapid stream:

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise;

All below is but a dream.
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296. Praise.

2 Thou the hope and refuge art

Of remotest lands apart

;

Distant isles and tribes unknown,
:Mid the ocean waste and lone.

3 Thou dost visit earth, and rain

Blessings on the thirsty plain,

From the copious founts on high,

From the rivers of the sky.

4 Thus the clouds thy power confess,

And thy paths drop fruitfulness,

And the voice of song and mirth

Rises from the tribes of earth !

297. The Spirit invoked.

1 Holy Spirit, from on high,

Bend o'er us a pitying eye ;

Now refresh the drooping heart

;

Bid the power of sin depart.

2 Teach us, with repentant grief.

Humbly to implore relief;

Then our Saviour's blood reveal,

And our broken spirits heal.

3 May we daily grow in grace,

And pursue the heavenly race

;

Trained in wisdom, led by love,

Till we reach our rest above.

29o. Dismission.

1 Christian brethren, ere we part,

Every voice and every heart

Join, and to our Father raise

One last hymn of grateful praise.

2 Though we here should meet no more,

Yet there is a brighter shore
;

There, released from toil and nain

—

There we all may meet again.
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-29U. " Watchman, what of the Night?"

2 Watchman, tell us of the night

;

Higher yet that star ascends.

Traveller, blessedness and light,

Peace and truth its course portends.

Watchman, will its beams alone

Gild the spot that gave them, birth?

Traveller, ages are its own
;

See ! it bursts o'er all the earth.

o Watchman, tell us of the night,

For the morning se*ins to dawn.

Traveller, darkneoa cakes its flight
;

Doubt and terror are withdrawn.

Watchman, let thy wanderings cease
;

Hie thee to thy quiet home.

Traveller, lo, the Prince of Peace,

Lo, the Son of God is come !

300. "Whom besides Thee?"

1 Lord of earth, thy forming hand

Well this beauteous frame hath planned
<

Woods that wave, and hills that tower,

Ocean rolling in his power

:

Yet, amid this scene so fair,

Should I cease thy smile to share,

What were all its joys to me ?

Whom have I on earth but thee ?

2 Lord of heaven, beyond our sight

Shines a world of purer light

:

There in love's unclouded rtign,

Parted hands shall meet again :

Oh, that world is passing fair!

Yet, if thou wert absent there,

What were all its joys to me?
Whom have I in heaven but thee?
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301. The Conflict within.

2 Little then myself I knew—
Little thought of Satan's power

;

Now I feel my sins anew—
Now I feel the stormy hour :

Sin has put my joys to flight

;

Sin has turned my day to night.

3 Saviour, shine, and cheer my soul

;

Bid my dying hopes revive
;

Make my wounded spirit whole ;

Far away the tempter drive .

Speak the word, and set me free

;

Let me live alone to thee.

302.
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" We are Debtors.

I When this passing world is done ;

W hen has sunk yon glaring sun
;

When we stand with Christ in glory,

Looking o'er life's finished story,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know—
Not till then— how much I owe.

2 When I stand before the throne,

Dressed in beauty not my own

;

When I see thee as thou art,

Love thee with unsinning heart,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know—
Not till then— how much I owe.

3 When the praise of heaven I hear,—

Loud as thunders to the ear,

Loud as many waters' noise,

Sweet as harp's melodious voice, - •

Then, Lord, shall I fully know —
Not till then— how much I owe.

Praise the name of God most high,

Praise him, all below the sky,

Praise him, all ye heavenly host,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost;

As through countless ages past,

Evermore his praise shall last.
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303. The Incarnation.

2 Joyful, all ye nations, rise ;

Join the triumphs of the skies ;

With the angelic hosts proclaim

" Christ is born in Bethlehem."

3 Veiled in flesh, the Godhead see
;

Hail, the incarnate Deity
;

Pleased as man with men to appear,

Jesus, our Immanuel, here.

4 Mild he lays his glory by

;

Born that man no more may die—
B >rn to raise the sons of earth—
Burn to give them second birth.

5 Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace !

Hail, the Sun of Ptighteousness

!

Light and life to all he brings,

Bi*en with healing in his wings.

304". Invitations from Heaven.

1 " Come up hither ; come away :

"

Thus the ransomed spirits sing

;

" Here is cloudless, endless day
;

Here is everlasting spring.

2 " Come up hither ; come and dwell

With the living hosts above ;

Come, and let your bosoms swell

With their burning songs of love,

3 " Come up hither ; come and share

In the sacred joys that rise,

Like an ocean, everywhere

Through the myriads of the skies.

4 " Come up hither ; come and shine

ln the robes of spotless white
;

Palms and harps and crowns are thine.

Hither, hither wing your flight."
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305. Prayer for Humility.

2 Simple, teachable, and mild,

Changed into a little child
;

Pleased with all the Lord provides,

Weaned from all the world besides.

3 Father, fix my soul on thee

;

Every evil let me flee
;

Nothing want beneath, above,

Happy hi thy precious love.

4 Oh that all may seek and find

Every good in Jesus joined;

Him let Israel still adore ;

Trust him, praise him evermore.

306. " Turn ye, Turn ye.

I Sinners, turn ; why will ye die?

God, your Maker, asks you why -

God, who did your being give,

Made you with himself to live

;

2 He the fatal cause demands
;

Asks the work of his own hands ;

Why, ye thankless creatures, why
Will ye cross his love and die ?

3 Sinners, turn ; why will ye die?

God, your Saviour, a6ks you why—
God, who did your souls retrieve,

Died himself, that ye might live.

4 Will you let him die in vain, —
Crucify our Lord again?

Why, ye ransomed sinners, why
Will ye slight his grace and die?

Here I would forever stay,

Weep and naze my soul away ;

Thou art heaven on earth to me,

Lovely, mournful Calvary.
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2 With my burden I begin :

Lord, remove this load of sin
;

Let thy blood, for sinners spilt,

Set my conscience free from guilt.

3 Lord, I come to thee for rest

;

Take possession of my breast

;

There thy blood-bought right maintain,

And without a rival reign.

308. Children exhorted.

1 Children, listen to the Lord,

And obey his gracious word

;

Seek his face with heart and mind
;

Early seek, and you shall find.

2 g >rrowtul, your sins coin"

Plead his perfect righteousness
;

bee the Saviour's bleeding hide

;

Come, you will not be denied.

i

3 For his worship now prepare

;

Kneel to him in fervent prayer;

Serve him with a perfect heart

;

Never from his ways depart.

309. A Parent's Prayer.

1 Lord, assist us by thy grace

To instruct our infant race

;

Grant us wisdom from above

;

Fill us with a Saviour's love.

2 May we teach them day by day,

In the house and by the way,

When they rise and when they rest,

Till thy truth shall make them blessed.

3 Gracious Saviour, hear our prayer

;

We commit them to thy care ;

Be their Shepherd and their Guide;

Bring them to thy bleeding side.
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310. The Sabbath.

2 While we seek supplies of grace,

Through the dear Redeemer's name,

Show thy reconciling face,

Take away our sin and shame :

From our worldly cares set free,

May we rest this day in thee.

3 Here we come, thy name to praise
;

Let us feel thy presence near

;

May thy glory meet our eyes,

While we in thy house appear

:

Here afford us, Lord, a taste

Of our everlasting feast.

4 May the Gospel's joyful sound

Conquer sinners, comfort saints
;

Make the fruits of grace abound

;

Bring relief from all complaints :

Thus let all our sabbaths prove,

Till we join the Church above.

311. Gethsemane.

1 Many woes had Christ endured,

Many sore temptations met,

Patient and to pains inured

;

But the sorest trial yet

Was to be sustained in thee,

Gloomy, sad Gethsemane.

2 Came at length the dreadful night

;

Vengeance, with its iron rod,

Stood, and with collected might,

Bruised the harmless Lamb of God ;

See, my soul, my Saviour see, —
Prostrate in Gethsemane.

3 There my God bore all my guilt ;

This, through grace, can be believed,

But the horrors which he felt

x\re too vast to be conceived

:

None can penetrate through thee,

Doleful, dark Gethsemane.
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312. The New Creation.

1 Love divine, all love excelling,

Joy of heaven, to earth come down
;

Fix in us thy humble dwelling,

All thy faithful mercies crown.

Jesus, thou art all compassion
;

Pure, unbounded love thou art

;

Visit us with thy salvation,

Enter every trembling heart.

2 Breathe, oh, breathe thy loving spirit

Into every troubled breast

;

Let us all in thee inherit

;

Let us find that second rest.

Come, almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy life receive
;

Suddenly return, and never,

Never more thy temples leave.

3 Finish, then, thy new creation
;

Pure and spotless let us be ;

Let us see thy great salvation

Perfectly restored in thee
;

Changed from glory into glory,

Till in heaven we take our place, -

Till we cast our crowns before thee,

Lost in wonder, love, and praise.

313. The Second Adam.

1 Sing, my tongue, the Saviour's glory
;

Tell his triumph far and wide
;

Tell aloud the famous story

Of his body crucified
;

How upon the cross a victim,

Vanquishing in death, he died.

2 Eating of the tree forbidden,

Man had sunk in Satan's snare,

When our pitying Creator

Did this second tree prepare

;

Destined, man}- agee later.

That first evil to repair.
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314. Noxe but Jesus.

2 Jesus only, when the billows

Cold and sullen o'er me roll

;

Jesus only, when the trumpet

Rends the tomb and wakes the soul

;

3 Jesus only, when in judgment

Boding fears my heart appall

;

Jesus only, when the wretched

On the rocks and mountains call

;

4 Jesus only, when, adoring,

Saints their crowns before him bring

;

Jesus only, I will, joyous,

Through eternal ages sing.

315. Prayer for Mercy.

1 Dread Jehovah, God of nations,

From thy temple in the skies,

Hear thy people's supplications.

Now for their deliverance rise.

2 Though our sins, our hearts confounding

Long and loud for vengeance call,

Thou hast mercy more abounding

;

Jesus' blood can cleanse them all.

3 Let that love veil our transgression

;

Let that blood our guilt efface
;

Save thy people from oppression

;

Save from spoil thy holy place.

4 Lo, with deep contrition turning,

Humbly at thy feet we bend
;

Hear us, fasting, praying, mourning ,

Hear us, .spare us, and defend.

Praise the Saviour, all ye natiorj

;

Praise him, all ye hosts above
;

Shout, with joyful acclamations,

His divine, victorious love.
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The Shining Siiore.

2 Our absent King the watchword gave,-

" Lei every lamp be (rarning , V

We look afar, across the wave,

Our distant home discerning:

3 Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow,

Each chord on earth to sever,

Our King says, Come, and there's our home,
Forever, oh, forever!
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" I am the Light of the World.

1 Light of those whose dreary dwelling

Borders on the shades of death,

Come, and, thy dear self revealing,

Dissipate the clouds beneath.

2 Still we wait for thine appearing

;

Life and joy thy beams impart,

Chasing all our fears, and cheering

Every poor, benighted heart.

3 Save us in thy great compassion,

O thou mild, pacific Prince :

Give the knowledge of salvation

;

Give the pardon of our sins.

4 By thy all-sufficient merit,

Every burdened 60ul release ;

By the influence of thy Spirit,

Guide us intc ^erfect peace.

318. Evening Prayer.

1 Saviour, breathe an evening blessing,

Ere repose our spirits seal

;

Sin and want we come confessing,

Thou canst save, and thou canst heal,

2 Though destruction walk around us,

Though the arrows past us fly,

Angel-guards from thee surround ub ;

We are safe, if thou art nigh.

3 Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkness cannot hide from thee
;

Thou art he who, never weary,

Watchest where thy people be

.

4 Should swift death this night o'ertake us,

And our couch become our tomb,

May the last loud trump awake us,

Olad in bright and deathless bloom.
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319. "The Bridegroom cometh."

2 Startled at the solemn warning,

Let the earth-bound soul arise
;

Christ, her Sun, all sloth dispelling,

Shines upon the morning skies.

3 Lo, the Lamb, so long expected,

Comes with pardon down from heaven
;

Let us haste with tears of sorrow,

One and all to be forgiven.

4 So, when next he comes in glory,

Wrapping all the earth in fear,

May he then as our Defender

On the clouds of heaven appear.

320. Crown Him Lord of all.

] Crown his head with endless blessing,

Who, in God the Father's name,

With compassion never ceasing,

Comes, salvation to proclaim.

2 Lo, Jehovah, we adore thee—
Thee, our Saviour— thee, our God ;

From thy throne let beams of glory

Shine through all the world abroad.

3 Jesus, thee our Saviour hailing,

Thee our God in praise we own

;

Highest honors, never failing,

Rise eternal round thy throne.

4 Now, ye saints, his power confessing,

In your grateful strains adore
;

For his mercy, never ceasing,

Flows, and flows for evermore.

Holy Ghost, dispel our sadness ;

Pierce the clouds of sinful night

;

Come, thou Source of sweetest gladness,

Breathe thy life, and spread thy liglit
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321. Bartlueus.

2 Many for his crying chid him,

But he called the louder still,

Till the gracious Saviour bade him—
" Come, and ask me what you will."

3 Money was not what he wanted,

Though by begging used to live

;

But he asked, and Jesus granted

Alms which none but he could give.

4 " Lord, remove this grievous blindness
;

Let my eyes behold the day ;

"

Straight he saw, and, won by kindness,

Followed Jesus in the way.

5 Oh ! methinks I hear him praising,

Publishing to all around :

14 Friends, is not my case amazing?

What a Saviour I have found !

6 " Oh ! that all the blind but knew him.

And would be advised by mo !

Surely, they would hasten to him ;

He would cause them all to see."

o22. Leaving the Lord's Table.

1 From the table now retiring,

Which for us the Lord hath spread,

May our souls, refreshment finding,

Grow in all things like our Head.

2 His example by beholding,

May our lives his image bear ;

Him our Lord and Master calling,

Iiis commands may we revere.

3 Love to God and man displaying,

Walking steadfast in his way,

Joy attend us in believing,

Peace from God, through endlt^s day.
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d. c. Praise the mount—I'm fixed upon it—Mount of Thy redeeming love.
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Teach me some me - lodious son - net Sung by flaming tongues a - bove

;
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O>2o. Hitherto hath the Lord helped us.

2 Here I'll raise my Ebenezer;

Hither by thy help I'm come
;

And I hope by thy good pleasure,

Safely to arrive at home.

Jesus sought me when a stranger,

Wandering from the fold of God
;

He, to rescue me from danger,

Interposed his precious blood.

3 Oh, to grace how great a debtor

Daily I'm constrained to be !

Let thy goodness, like a fetter,

Bind my wandering heart to thee.

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it;

Prone to leave the God I love
;

Here's my heart ; oh, take and seal it

;

Seal it for thy courts above.

324. Taking the Cross.

1 Jesus, I my cross have taken,

All to leave and follow thee
;

Naked, poor, despised, forsaken,

Thou, from hence, my All ehalt be.

Perish every fond ambition,

All I've sought, or hoped or known,

Yet how rich is my condition

!

God and heaven are still my own.

2 Let the world despise and leave me ;

They have left my Saviour too
;

Human hearts and looks deceive me ;

Thou art not, like them, untrue.

And while thou shalt smile upon me,

God of wisdom, love, and might,

Foes may hate and friends may scorn me

Show thy face, and all is bright.
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Lo ! in yon - der hum - ble manger, Christ, the Lord, is born to - day.
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325. The Birth of Christ.

2 Christ, by prophets long predicted,

Joy of Israel's chosen race
;

Light to Gentiles long afflicted,

Lost in error's darkest maze.

3 Bright the star of your salvation,

Pointing to his rude abode
;

Rapturous news for every nation :

Mortals, now behold your God.

4 Glad, we trace th' amazing story,

Angels leave their bliss to tell

;

Theme sublime, replete with glory :

Sinners saved from death and hell

!

5 Love eternal moved the Saviour,

Thus to lay his radiance by
;

Blessings on the Lamb forever

;

Glory be to God on high.

O^U. Praise to the Redeemer.

1 Jesus, hail ! enthroned in glory,

There forever to abide,

All the heavenly hosts adore thee,

Seated at thy Father's side.

2 There for sinners thou art pleading ;

There thou dost our place prepare ;

Ever for us interceding,

Till in glory we appear.

3 Worship, honor, power, and hlec

Thou art worthy to receive

;

Loudest praises, without ceasing.

Meet it is for us to give.

4 Help, ye bright, angelic spirits :

Bring your sweetest, noblest I

Help tu sing our Saviour's men il :

Help to chant Emmanuel's praise.
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327. The Pilgrim.

2 " Pilgrim thou dost justly call rae,

Travelling through this lonely void
;

But no ill shall e'er befall me
While I'm blest with such a Guide."

3 Pilgrim, sec that stream before thee,

Darkly rolling through the vale
;

Should its boisterous waves roll o'er thee,

Would x ot then thy courage fail ?

4 " No ; that stream has nothing frightful

;

To its brink my steps I'll bend
;

Thence to plunge 'twill be delightful

;

There my pilgrimage will end."

5 While I gazed, with speed surprising,

Down the vale she plunged from sight

;

Gazing still, I saw her rising,

Like an angel clothed in light

!

Oh, she's gone to the kingdom,

—

Will you follow her to glory?

Hallelujah ! Praise ye the Lord.



EVENTIDE. 8s&7s.
Russian Am.

163

il^l^=L=^=E^
J. J- 4

^ Vf f'f
| I ' ' XI I •

|

#- -#- -#- -#- -#- -*- -#- -*-
-#-

J

i--^
£=HEE le; ^

^3=5 PHHHmi— r*
•

i
-

i P;

•~
i

-"•—r— i

—

c-t—*— <—r-^—r-^^"

r*_»—a.

r f

ii=E=s=g;

O^O. Prayer for Revival.

1 Saviour, visit thy plantation
;

Grant us, Lord, a gracious rain

;

All will come to desolation,

Unless thou return again.

Keep no longer at a distance ;

Shine upon us frura on high,

Lest, for want of thine assistance,

Every plant should droop and die.

2 Surely, once thy garden flourished
;

Every part looked gay and green

;

Then thy word our spirits nourished

:

Happ}* seasons we have seen.

But a drought has since succeeded,

And a sad decline we see

;

Lord, thy help is greatly needed

:

Help can come alone from thee.
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0^29. Christian Fellowship.

2 Thus may we abide in union

With each other and the Lord,

And possess, in sweet communion,

Joys which earth cannot afford.
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330. Prayer for Grace.

1 Gently, Lord, oh, gently lead us,

Through this lonely vale of tears
;

Through the changes thou'st decreed us,

Till our last great change appears :

2 When temptation's darts assail us
;

When in devious paths we stray,

Let thy goodness never fail us

;

Lead us in thy perfect way.

3 In the hour of pain and anguish,

In the hour when death draws near,

Suffer not our hearts to languish
;

Suffer not our souls to fear :

T
4 And, when mortal life is ended,

Bid us on thy bosom rest;

Till, by angel bands attended

We awake among the blest.

331. The Angels' Anthem.

1 Hark ! what mean those holy voices,

Sweetly sounding through the skies?

Lo ! th' angelic host rejoices
;

Heavenly hallelujahs rise.

2 Hear them tell the wondrous story
;

Hear them chant in hymns of joy ;

" Glory in the highest, glory

!

Glory be to God most high !

3 " Peace on earth, good-will from heaven,

Reaching far as man is found
;

Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven !

Liud our golden harps shall sound."
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332. The Soul's Refuge.

2 Whither should a wretch be flying,

But to Him who comfort gives ?

Whither from the dread of dying,

But to Him who ever lives?

While I view thee, wounded, grieving,

Breathless on the cursed tree,

Fain I'd feel my heart believing

That thou sufferedst thus for me.

3 In the world of endless ruin,

Let it never, Lord, be said,

" Here's a soul that perished suing

For the boasted Saviour's aid! "

Bayed ! the deed shall spread new glory

Through the shining realms above
;

Angels sing the pleasing story

All enraptured with thy love.

333. Our Elder Brother.

1 Yes, for me— for me He careth

With a brother's tender care
;

Yes, with me— with me He shareth

Every burden, every fear.

Yes, o'er me— o'er me He watcheth,

Ceaseless watcheth, night and day

;

Yes, e'en me— e'en me He snatcheth

From the perils of the way.

2 Yes, for me He standeth, pleading,

At the mercy-seat above
;

Ever for me interceding,

Constant in untiring love.

Yes, in me abroad He sheddeth

Joys unearthly, love and light

;

And to cover me He spreadeth

His paternal wing of might.
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Now the Saviour standeth pleading

Now in heaven He's inter - ceding,
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At the sin - ners bolt-ed heart
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Tak - ing there the sin - ner's part.
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334. ; Behold, I stand at the Door !

:

3 Sinners, hear your God and Saviour,

Hear his gracious voice to-day

;

Turn from all your vain behavior

;

Oh, repent, return, and pray.

4 Oh, be wise before you languish

On the bed of dying strife

;

Endless joy or endless anguish

Turns upon the events of life.

5 Now he's waiting to be gracious

;

Now he stands and looks on thee
;

See what kindness, love, and pity

Shine around on you and me.

C Open now your hearts before liim
;

Bid the Saviour welcome in
;

Now receive, and oh, adore him;

Take a full discharge from sin.

335. The Foot of the Cross.

1 Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,

Which before the cross I spend ;

Life and health and peace possessing,

From the sinner's dying Friend.

2 Truly blessed is this station—
Low before the cross to lie,

While I see divine compassion

Beaming in his gracious eye.

3 Love and grief my heart dividing,

With my tears his feet I'll bathe
;

Constant still, in faith abiding,

Life deriving from his death.

4 May I still ODJoy this feeling—
Still to my Redeemer go

;

Prove his wounds each day more healing.

And himself more truly know.
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dob. "I call rou Friends."

2 Which of all our friends, to save us,

Could or would have shed his blood ?

But our Jesus died to have us

Reconciled in him to God.

This was boundless love indeed

;

Jesus is a friend in need.

?» When he lived on earth abased,

Friend of sinners was his urn*** •

Now, above all glory raised,

He rejoices in the same.

Still he calls them brethren, friends,

And to all their wants attends.

4 Oh, for grace our hearts to soften

!

Teach us, Lord, at length to love

;

We, alas ! forget too often

What a Friend we have above

;

But when home our 6ouls are brought,

We will love thee as we ought.
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337. "He caretu for you."

2 I would trust in thy protecting

;

Wholly rest upon thine arm
;

Follow wholly thy directing.

Thou, mine only guard from harm.

Keep mc from mine own undoing ;

Help me turn to thee when tried
;

Still my footsteps, Father, viewing,

Keep me ever at thy side.
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Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices Sound the notes of praise a - bove ; >
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OOO. " Even so, come quickly."

2 Jesus, hail ! whose glory brightens

All above, and gives it worth
;

Lord of life, thy smile enlightens,

Cheers, and charms thy saints on earth

;

When we think of love like thine,

Lord, we own it love divine.

3 Saviour, hasten thine appearing,

Bring, oh, bring the glorious day,

When, the awful summons hearing.

Heaven and earth shall pass away

;

Then with golden harps we'll sing—
11 Glory, glory to our King !

"
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339. Sowing and Reaping.

2 Soft descend the dews of heaven

;

Bright the rays celestial shine

;

Precious fruits will thus be given,

Through the influence all divine.

3 Sow thy seed ; be never weary

;

Let no fears thy soul annoy ;

Be the prospect ne'er so dreary

Thou shalt reap the fruits of joy.

\ Lo! the scene of verdure brightening,

In the rising grain appear
;

Look again ; the fields are whitening,

For the harvest time is near.

340. Glad Tidings.

1 Hark, the gospel trumpet's sounding;

Sinners, hear the joyful call

;

Christ, in pardoning love abounding,

Offers liberty to all.

2 Though your crimes have reached to heaven,

And of deepest dye appear,

Ask, and they shall be forgiven

;

Seek, and you shall find him near.

3 Cast your load of guilt behind you
;

To the Lord for mercy flee

;

Though the strongest fetters bind you,

His salvation makes you free.

4 Now he's waiting to be gracious

;

Now he stands and looks on thee :

See what kindness, love, and pity

Shine around on you and me.

5 Come, for all things now are ready

;

Yet there's room for many more :

ye blind, ye lame and needy,

Come to wisdom's boundless store.
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o41. Come with us, we will do you good.

2 Once, like thee, by joys surrounded,

We could kneel at pleasure's shrine ;

Then our brightest hopes were bounded
By delights as false as thine.

3 But those visions never blessed us

;

Soon their fleeting day was o'er

;

Then the world that had caressed us

Charmed us with its smiles no more.

4 Such is pleasure's transient story

;

Lasting happiness is known
Only in the path to glory

—

In the Saviour's love alone.

O^Z. Taking Christ's Yoke.

1 Laboring and heavy laden

With my sins, Lord, I roam

;

While I know thou hast invited

All such wanderers to their home.

2 Make my stubborr spirit willing

To obey thy gracious voice
;

At the cross to leave iis burden,

And, departing, to rejoice.

3 Thy sweet yoke I'd take upon me,

And would learn, Lord, of thee;

Thou art meek in heart, and lowly

;

Teach me like thyself to be.

4 Rest my weary soul is seeking

From its sins and all its woes

;

In thy bosom I would place me,

There to find a blest repose.

5 Laboring and heavy laden,

Lord, no longer will I roam

;

Here I fix my habitation

In thy sheltering love at home.
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O Thou Sun of glorious splendor, Shine with healing in Thy wing
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Chase a- way these shades of darkness ; Ho - ly light and comfort bring,
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o4»3. Sun of Righteousness.

2 Take thy power, Almighty Saviour

;

Claim the nations for thine own

;

Reign, thou Lord of life and glory,

Till each heart becomes thy throne.

Then the earth, o'erspread with glory,

Decked with heavenly splendor bright,

Shall be made Jehovah's dwelling—
As at first, the Lord's delight.

344u Praise ye the Lord.

1 Mighty God, while angels bless thee,

May a mortal lisp thy name?

Lord of men as well as angels,

Thou art every creature's theme :

I ord of every land and nation,

Ancient of eternal days,
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Sounded through the wide creation,

Be thy just and lawful praise.

2 For thy rich, thy free redemption,

Bright, though veiled in darkness long,

Thought is poor, and poor expression ;

Who can sing that wondrous song ?

Brightness of the Father's glory,

Shall thy praise unuttered lie ?

Break, my tongue, such guilty silence

;

Sing the Lord who came to die :

3 From the highest throne of glory

To the cross of deepest woe.

All to ransom guilty captives !

Flow, my praise ! forever flow :

Reascend, immortal Saviour

!

Leave thy footstool, take thy throne;

Thence return and reign forever
;

Be the kingdom all thine own

!
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3 In each event oflife, how clear

Thy ruling hand I sec !

Each blessing to my soul most dear,

Because conferred by thee.

4 In every joy that crowns my days,

In every pain I bear,

Mv heart shall find delight in praitio,

< )r seek relief in prayer.
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«340# Rest for the Weary.

2 He is fitting up mj mansion,

Which eternally shall stand
;

For my stay shall not be transient

In that holy, happy land.

3 Pain nor sickness ne'er shall enter,

Grief nor woe my lot shall share
;

But in that celestial centre,

I a crown of life shall wear.

4 Death itself shall then be vanquished,

And his sting shall be withdrawn
;

Shout for gladness, ye ransomed

;

Hail with joy the rising morn.

5 Sing, oh, sing, ye heirs of glory
;

Shout your triumph as you go ;

Ziun's gates will open for you ;

You shall find an entrance through.

o4b. God is in the midst of her.

1 Glorious things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God
;

He, whose word cannot be broken,

Formed thee for his own abode.

2 On the Rock of ages founded,

What can shake thy sure repose

!

With salvation's walls surrounded,

Thou mayst smile at all thy foes.

3 See, the streams of living waters,

Springing from eternal love,

Still supply thy sons and daughters,

And all fear of want remove.

4 Who can faint while such a river

Ever flows our thirst t' assuage !

Grace, which, like the Lord, the Giver,

Never fails from age to age.

5 Round each habitation hovering,

See the cloud and fire appear ;

For a glory and a covering,

Showing that the Lord is near

:

6 He who gives us daily manna,

He who listens when we cry,

Let him hear the loud hosanna

Rising to his throne on high.

347. Jesus Reigns.

1 Hark, ten thousand harps and voice*

Sound the note of praise above
;

Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices
;

Jesus reigns, the God of love

;

See, he sits on yonder throne
;

Jesus rules the world alone.

2 Jesus, hail, whose glory brightens

All above, and gives it worth
;

Lord of life, thy smile enlightens,

Cheers, and charms thy saints on earth;

When we think of love like thine,

Lord, we own it love divine.

3 Saviour, hasten thine appearing,

Bring, oh, bring the glorious day,

When, the awful summons hearing,

Heaven ami earth shall pass away
;

Then with golden harps we'll sing^
11 Glory, glory to our King."
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There no tumult shall a - larm thee ; Thou shalt dread no hidden snare ;

CV p a —
^=eJ: See :EE£

34o. "He careth for thee.

2 He shall charge his angel legions

Watch and ward o'er thee to keep,

Though thou walk through hostile regions,

Though in desert wilds thou sleep :

On the lion vainly roaring,

On her young, thy foot shall tread,

And the dragon's den exploring,

Thou shalt bruise the serpent's head.

3 Since with pure and firm affection

Thou on God hast set thy love,

Witli the wings of his protection

J I<5 wT
ill shield thee from above ;

Thou shalt call on him in trouble
;

He will hearken ; he will save;

Here for grief reward thee double
;

Crown with life beyond the grave.

349 ^RY 0F THE Afflicted.

1 Full of trembling expectation,

Feeling much, and fearing more,

Mighty God of my salvation,

I thy timely aid implore
;

Suffering Son of Man, be near me,

All my sufferings to sustain

;

By thy sorer griefs to cheer me,

By thy more than mortal pain.

2 Call to mind that unknown anguish,

In thy days of flesh below,

When thy troubled soul did languish

Under a whole world of woe
;

When thou didst our curse inherit,

Groan beneath our guilty load,

Burdened with a wounded spirit,

Bruised bv all the wrath of God.



SUFFOLK.

v-i

8£ 7s & 4. 177

Men of God, go take your stations ; Darkness reigns throughout the earth ; )

Go, proclaim among the na - tions Joy - ful news of heav'nly birth : )
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350. Missionaries sent forth.

2 Of his gospel not ashamed,

As the power of God to save,

Go where Christ was never named,

Publish freedom to the slave—
Blessed freedom

!

Freedom Zion's children have.

3 When exposed to fearful dangers,

Jesus will his own defend
;

Borne afar, 'mid foes and strangers,

Jesus will appear your Friend
;

And his presence

Shall be with you to the end.

351. Zion's King.

1 Angels from the realms of glory,

Wing your flight o'er all the earth
;

Ye who sang creation's story,

Now proclaim Messiah's birth
;

Come and worship—
Worship Christ, the new-born King.

2 Shepherds, in the field abiding,

Watching o'er your flocks by night,

God with man is now residing

;

Yonder shines the infant light

;

Come and worship—
Worship Christ, the new-born King.

3 Saints before the altar bending,

Watching long in hope and fear,

Suddenly the Lord, descending,

In his temple shall appear
;

Come and worship—
Worship Christ, the new-born King.

4 Sinners, bowed in true repentance,

Doomed for guilt to endless pains,

Justice now revokes the sentence,

Mercy calls you ; break your chains
;

Come and worship—
Worship Christ, the n.ew-born King
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On the mountain's top appearing,
"Welcome news to Zi - on bearing,

Lo ! the sacred herald stands!
Zi - on long in hostile lands. Mourning captive
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352.

TT
Zion Encouraged.

2 God, thy God, will now restore thee

;

He himself appears thy friend

;

All thy foes shall flee before thee

;

Here their boasts and triumphs end
;

Great deliverance

Zion's King vouchsafes to send.

3 Enemies no more shall trouble
;

All thy wrongs shall be redressed
;

" For thy shame thou shalt have double ;

"

In thy Maker's favor blessed ;

All thy conflicts

End in everlasting rest.

353. Prayer for tjie Heathen.

1 O'ER.the realms of pagan darkness,

Let the eye of pity gaze
;

See the kindreds of the people

Lost in sin's bewildering maze
;

Darkness brooding

On the face of all the earth.

2 Light of them that sit in darkness,

Rise and shine ; thy blessings bring
,

Light to lighten all the Gentiles ;

Rise with healing in thy wing

;

To thy brightness

Let all kings and nations come.

3 May the heathen, now adoring

Idol gods of wood and stone,

Come, and, worshipping before thee,

Serve the living God alone ;

Let thy glory

Fill the earth as floods the sea.

4 Thou to whom all power is given,

Speak the word ; at thy command,

Let the company of preachers

Spread thy name from land to land
;

Lord, be with them

\lway, to the end of tini".
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Come, ye sin - ners, poor and needy, Weak and wounded, sick and sore, >
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354. " Come uxto me."

2 Come, ye thirsty, come and welcome

;

God's free bounty glorify :

True belief and true repentance,

Every grace that brings us nigh—
Without money—

Come to Jesus Christ and buy.

3 Come, ye weary, heavy laden,

Lost and ruined by the fall

;

If you tarry till you're better,

You will never come at all

:

Not the righteous—
Sinners, Jesus came to call.

4 Let not conscience make you linger,

Nor of fitness fondly dream;

All the fitness he requireth,

Is to feel your need of him

:

This he gives you—
'Tis the Spirit's rising beam.

5 Agonizing in the garden,

Lo ! your Maker prostrate lies

;

On the bloody tree behold him

;

Hear him cry before he dies,

" It is finished !

"

Sinners, will not this suffice?

OOO. Welcome to the Saviour.

1 Welcome, welcome, dear Redeemer^
Welcome to this heart of mine ;

Lord, I make a full surrender,

Every power and thought be thine,

Thine entirely,

Through eternal ages thine.

2 Known to all to be thy mansion,

Earth and hell will disappear;

Or in vain attempt possession,

When they find the Lord is near

;

Shout, O Zion!

Shout, ye saints ! the Lord is here
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Guide me, O Thou sjreat Je - ho - vah, Pilgrim thro' this bar - ren land
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,jJO, The Pilgrim's Prayer.

2 ; en thou the crystal fountain

Whence the healing streams do flow
;

I a t the fiery, cloudy pillar

Lead me all my journey through.

Strong Deliverer,

Be thou still my Strength and Shield.

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,

Bid my anxious fears subside
;

Death of death, and hell's destruction,

Land me safe on Canaan's side
;

Songs of praises

I will ever give to thee.

pjfj ( , Revival Welcomed.

1 Y ;:s, we trust the day is breaking

;

Joyful times are near at hand
;

G >d, the mighty God, is speaking

By his word, in every land.

Mark his progress

—

Darkness flies at his command.

! While the foe becomes more daring,

While he " enters like a flood,"

God the Saviour is preparing

Means to spread his truth abroad.

Every language

Soon shall tell the love of God.

1 Oh, 'tis pleasant, 'tis reviving

To our hearts, to hear, each day,

Joyful news, from far arriving,

How the gospel wins its way,

Those enlightening

Who in death and darkness lay.

t God of Jacob, high and glorious,

Let thy people see thy hand ;

Let thy gospel be victorious

Through the world, in every land;

Let the idols

Perish, Lord, at thy command.
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358. Zion's King.

2 Every h'iman tie may perish
;

Friend to friond unfaithful prove ',

Mothers cease their own to cherish ;

Heaven and earth at last remove ;

But no changes

Can attend Jehovah's love.
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359. God is King.

2 Lord, the water-floods have lifted,

Ocean-floods have raised their roar,

Now they pause where they have drifted,

Now they burst upon the shore :

Hallelujah

!

From the ocean's sounding store.

3 With all tones of waters blending

Glorious is the breaking deep

;

Glorious, beauteous without ending

God who reig»s on heaven's high steep

Hallelujah !

Songs of ocean never sleep.

4 Lord, V\c words thy lips are telling

Are die perfect verity

;

Of thine high eternal dwelling

Holiness ^liall inmate be:

Hallelujah

!

Pure is all that lives with thee.
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360. Death of ax aged Pilgrim.

2 Oh, may we be reunited

To the spirits of the just,

Leaving all that sin hath blighted

With corruption, in the dust

:

Hear us, Jesus,

Thou our Lord, our Life, our Trust.

361. Religious Assemblies.

1 Welcome, days of solemn meeting
;

Welcome, days of praise and prayer
;

Far from earthly scenes retreating,

In your blessings we would share

;

Sacred seasons,

In your blessings we would share.

2 Be thou near us, blessed Saviour,

Still at morn and eve the same

;
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Give us faith that cannot waver ;

Kindle in us Heaven's own flame
;

Blessed Saviour,

Kindle in us Heaven's own flame.

3 When the fervent heart is glowing,

Holy Spirit, hear that prayer

:

When the song of praise is flowing,

Let that song thine impress bear ;

Holy Spirit,

Let that song thine impress bear.

362. Prayer-Meet ixg .

While we lowly bow before thee,

Wilt thou, gracious Saviour, hear!

We are poor and needy sinners,

Full of doubt and full of fear ;

Gracious Saviour,

Make us humble and sincere.
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363. The Pilgrim's Prayer.

2 Though ten thousand ills beset us,

From without and from within,

Jesus says he'll ne'er forget us,

But will save from every sin.

Therefore praise him—
Praise the great Redeemer's name.

3 Oh that I could now adore him,

Like the heavenly host above,

Who forever bow before him,

And unceasing sing his love.

Happy songsters,

When shall I your chorus join

!

ob4. Blessing on the Word.

I Come, thou soul-transforming Spirit,

Bless the sower and the seed
;

Let each heart thy grace inherit

;

Raise the weak ; the hungry feed
,

From the gospel

Now supply thy people's need.

2 Oh, may all enjoy the blessing

Which thy word's designed to give
i

Let us all, thy love possessing,

Joyfully the truth receive ;

And forever

To thy praise and glory live.

In thy name, Lord, assembling,

We, thy people, now draw near ;

Tench us to rejoice with trembling ;

Speak, and let thy servants hear -

Hear with meekness—
Hear thy word with godly fear.
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365. The Good Shepherd.

3 Thou hast promised to receive us,

Poor and sinful though we be
;

Thou hast mercy to relieve us,

Grace to cleanse, and power to free.

Blessed Jesus,

Let us early turn to thee.

4 Early let us seek thy favor,

Early let us do thy will

;

Blessed Lord and only Saviour,

With thy love our bosoms fill.

Blessed Jesus,

Thou hast loved us ; love us still.

ODD. The Missionary's Farewell.

Yes, my native land, I love thee ;

All thy scenes— I love them well

;

Friends, connections, happy country,

Can I bid you all farewell ?

Can I Leave you,

Far in heathen lands to dwell !
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367. The Sinner warned.

2 See the storm of vengeance gathering

O'er the path you dare to tread

;

Hark ! the awful thunders rolling

Loud and louder o'er your head
;

Tarry, sinner,

Lest the lightning strike you dead.

3 Haste, ah, hasten to the Saviour

;

Sue his mercy while you may ;

Soon the day of grace is over

;

Soon your life will pass away

;

Hasten, sinner,

You must perish if you stay.

3DO. The Day of Judgment.

1 Day of judgment ! day of wonders !

Hark ! the trumpet's awful sound,

Loader than a thousand thunders,

Shakes the vast creation round ;

How the summons
Will the sinner's heart confound !

2 See the Judge, our nature wearing,

Clothed in majesty divine ;

You, who long for his appearing,

Then shall say, " This God is mine."

Gracious Saviour,

Own me in that day of thine.

3 At his call, the dead awaken ;

Rise to life from earth and sea

;

All the powers of nature, shaken

By his looks, prepare to flee.

Careless sinner,

What will then become of thee ?

4 But to those who have confessed,

Loved, and served the Lord below,

He will say, " Come near, ye blessed

;

See the kingdom I bestow

;

You forever

Shall my love and glory know."
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which the Prince of light His reign of peace up - on the earth be - gan.

Ou9. Tiie Prince of Peace.

2 No conqueror's sword he bore,

Nor warlike armor wore,

Nor haughty passions roused to contest Wild.

In peace and love he came,

And gentle was the reign, [mild.

Which o'er the earth he spread bj influence

3 Unwilling kings obeyed,

And sheathed the battle blade,

And called their bloody legions from the field.

In silent awe they wait,

And close the warrior's gate, [yield.

Nor know to whom their homage thus Cbej

4 The peaceful Conqueror goes,

And triumphs o'er his foes,

His weapons drawn from armories above.

Behold the vanquished sit

Submissive at his feet, [love.

And strife and hate are changed to peace and
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O/U. Worthy is the Lamb.

2 We love to sing of Jesus,

Who wept our path along;

We love to sing of Jesus,

The tempted and the strong
;

None who besought his healing

He passed unheeded by :

And still retains his feeling

For us above the sky.

3 We love to sing of Jesus,

Who died our souls to save;

We love to sing of Jesus,

Triumphant o'er the grave;

And in our hour of danger,

We'll trust his love alone,

Who once slept in a manger,

And now sits on the throne.

4 Then let us sing of Jesus

While yet on earth we stay,

And hope to sing of Jesus

Throughout eternal day

;

For those who here confess him,

He will in heaven confess

;

And faithful hearts that bless him,

He will forever bless.

371. Looking forward.

1 From every earthly pleasure,

From every transient joy,

From every mortal treasure,

That soon will fade and die :

No longer these desiring,

Upward our wishes tend,

To nobler bliss aspiring,

And joys that never end

2 From every piercing sorrow

That heaves our breast to-ch/.

Or threatens us to-morrow,

Hope turns our eyes away :

On wings of faith ascending,

We see the land of light,

And feel our sorrows ending

In infinite delight.

3 What though we are but strangers

And sojourners below

;

And countless snares and dangers

Surround the path we go ;

Though painful and distressing,

Yet there's a rest above

:

And onward still we're pressing,

To reach that land we love.

S71£. Take no thought for the mo^rgtt.

1 fa holy contemplation,

We sweetly now pursue

The theme of God's salvation,

And find it ever new :

Set free from present sorrow,

We cheerfully can say,

" Ev'n let the unknown morrow

Bring with it what it may."

2 It can bring with it nothing

But he will bear us through

;

Who gives the lilies clothing

Will clothe his people too

;

Beneath the spreading heavem
No creature but is fed ;

And he who feeds the ravens

Will give his children bread.
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373. Missionary Hymn.

2 What though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle,

Though every prospect pleases,

Aud only man is vile

;

In vain, with lavish kindness,

The gifts of God arc strown
;

The heathen, in his blindness,

Bows down to wood and stone.

3 Can we, whose souls are lighted

With wisdom from on high,

Can we to man benighted

The lamp of life deny?

Salvation ! oh, salvation !

The joyful sound proclaim,

Till earth's remotest nation

Has learned Messiah's name.

4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story,

And you, ye waters, roll,

Till, like a sea of glory,

It spreads from pole to pole

;

Till o'er our ransomed nature,

The Lamb, for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator,

In bliss returns to reign.

374. Mission to the Heathen.

1 Roll on, thou mighty ocean

;

And as thy billows flow,

Bear messengers of mercy

To e™ry land below.

Arise, ye gales, and waft them

Safe to the destined shore

;

That man may sit in darkness

And death's black shade no more

2 thou Eternal Ruler,

Who boldest in thine arm
The tempests of the ocean,

Protect them from all harm.

Thy presence e'er be with theia,

Wherever they may be ;

Though far from us who love thc:c,

Still let them be with thee.

375. Prayer for Israel.

1 Oh that the Lord's salvation

Were out of Zion come,

To heal his ancient nation

,

To lead his outcasts home.

How long the holy city

Shall heathen feet profane ?

Return, Lord, in pity

;

Rebuild her walls again.

2 Let fall thy rod of terror
;

Thy saving grace impart

;

Roll back the veil of error
;

Release the fettered heart

;

Let Israel, home returning,

Their lost Messiah see
;

Give oil of joy for mourning,

And bind thy Church to thee.

O / O. Nations shall be blest in eix.

Hail to the Lord's Anointed,

Great David's greater Son !

Hail, in the time appointed,

His reign on earth began !

He comes to break oppression.

To set the captive tree ;

To take away transgression,

And rule in equity.
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377. Stand up for Jesus.

2 Stand up, — stand up for Jesus ;

The trumpet-call obey

;

Forth to the mighty conflict,

In this his glorious day :

" Ye that are men, now serve him,"

Against unnumbered foes

;

Your courage rise with danger,

And strength to strength oppose.

3 Stand up,— stand up for Jesus,

Stand in his strength alone ;

The arm of flesh will fail you —
Ye dare not trust your own :

Put on the gospel armor ;

And, watching unto prayer,

Where duty calls, or danger,

Be never wanting there.
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378. The Day dawxeth.

2 Rich dews of grace come o'er us,

In many a gentle shower,

And brighter scenes before us

Are opening every hour.

Each cry to heaven going,

Abundant answers brings,

And heavenly gales are Mowing,

With peace upon their wings.

3 See heathen nations bending

Before the God we love,

And thousand hearts ascending

In gratitude above
;

While Burners, now con&e

The gospel call

And seek the SavioiU

A nation in a day.
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379. We seek a City.

2 From every piercing sorrow

That heaves our breast to-day,

Or threatens us to-morrow,

Hope turns our eyes away.

On wings of faith ascending,

We bee the land of light

;

And feel our sorrows ending

In infinite delight.

3 'Tis true we are but strangers;

We sojourn here below

;

And countless snares and dangers

Surround the path we go ;

Though painful and distressing,

Yet there's a rest above ;

And onward still we're pressing,

To reach that land of love.
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Rise, mv soul, and stretch thy wings : Thy bet - ter por - tion trace ; >

Rise, from tran - si - to - ry things, Tow'rd heav'n, thy native place
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OoU. Seek first the Kingdom.

2 Riyers to the ocean run,

Nor stay in all their course
;

Fire ascending seek the sun

;

Both speed them to their source.

Thus a soul, new born of (Jod,

Pants to yiew his glorious ice.

Upward tends to his abode,

To n^st in his embra-e.

3 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn";

Press onward to the prize

;

Soon the Saviour will return

Triumphant in the skies.

Yet a s. ;: - >n. and you know
Happy entrance will be given,

All your sorrows left below,

And earth exchanged for heaven.
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381. Weep not.

2 He has pardons full and free,

Drooping souls to gladden

;

Still he cries, " Come unto me,

Weary, heavy laden."

Though your Bins, like mountains high,

Rise, and reach to heaven,

Soon as you on him rely

All shall be forgiven.

3 Precious is the Saviour's name,

Dear to all that love him
;

He to save the dying came

;

Go to him, and prove him.

Wandering sinners, now return;

Contrite souls, believe him ;

) Jesus calls you ; cease to mourn
;

Worship bim ;
receive him.
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,Jo2, We all do fade as a Leaf.

2 The light my path surrounding,

The loves to which I cling,

The hopes within me bounding,

The joys that round me wing—
All melt, like stars of even,

Before the morning's ray —
upward unto heaven,

cl ide at my delay.

3 The friends gone th< re before me

Are calling from on high
;

And joyous angels o'er me
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Tempt sweetly to the 6ky.

" Why wait," they say, " and wither
?Mid scenes of death and sin?

Oh, rise to glory, hither,

And find true life begin."

4 I hear the invitation,

And lain would rke and come—
A sinner to salvation,

An exile to his home :

But, while 1 here must linger,

Thus, thus let all I see

Point on, with faithful finger,

To heaven, Lord, and thee.
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383. Looking to Jesus.

2 May thy rich grace impart

Strength to my fainting heart,

My zeal inspire.

As thou hast died for me,

Oh, may my love to thee

Pure, warm, and changeless be -

A living fire.

3 While life's dark maze I tread,

And griefs around me spread,

Be thou my Guide ;

m *= a ^m
Bid darkness turn to day,

Wipe sorrow's tears away,

Nor let me ever stray

From thee aside.

4 When ends life's transient dream,

When death's cold, sullen stream

Shall o'er me roll,

Blest Saviour, then, in love,

Fear and distrust remove ;

Oh, bear me safe above—
A ransomed soul.
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004. The Trinity invoked.

2 Jesus, our Lord, arise,

Scatter our enemies,

And make them fall

;

Let thine almighty aid

Our sure defence be made ;

Our souls on thee be stayed

;

Lord, hear our call.

3 Come, holy* Comforter,

Thy sacred witness bear,

In this glad hour.

Thou, who almighty art,

Now rule in every heart,

And ne'er from us depart,

Spirit of power.

4 To the great One in Three,

The highest praises be,

Hence evermore

;

His sov'reign majesty

May we in glory see,

And to eternity

Love and adore.

385. Harvest Hymn.

1 The God of harvest praise ;

In loud thanksgiving raise

Hand, heart, and voice
;

The valleys smile and sing
;

Forests and mountains ring
;

The plains their tribute bring

;

The streams rejoice.

2 Yea, bless his holy name,

And purest thanks proclaim

Through all the earth
;

To glory in your lot

Is duty ; but be not

God's benefits forgot,

Amid your mirth.
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386. Patriotic Hymn.

2 My native country, thee—
Land of the noble free—
Thy name I love.

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills
;

My heart with rapture thrills

Like that above.

3 Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song.

Let mortal tongues awake
;

Let all that breathe partake
;

Let rocks their silence break, -

The sound prolong.

4 Our fathers' God, to thee—
Author of liberty, —
To thee we sing :

Long may our land be bright

With freedom's holy light

;

Protect ub by thy might,

Great God, our Kiug.
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387. The first Advent.

2 Rising o'er mountains far,

Behold ! an orient star

Points to his bed.

Sages with incense sweet

Hasten their Lord to greet,

And low before his feet

Rich offerings spread.

\ Daughters of sorrow, see

Love, light, and liberty,

In Jesus shine.

He hears the ravens cry,

Wipes tears from sorrow's eye,

And brings his people nigh,

By grace divine.

4 He speaks : wild surges sleep
;

High o'er the peaceful deep

The rainbow bends.

Bands from the dead are riven,

Sins of the world forgiven,

Flung wide the gates of heaven,

The Dove descends.

5 Beneath his regal sway,

Gross darkness flies away ;

The morning glows.

Red roses deck the vale,

Rich perfume scents the gale,

Peace and good-will prevail,

And sweet repose.

6 Old ocean, in its roar,

Or murmur by the shore,

Repeats his name.

Orbs on the brow of night.

Rolling in courses bright,

Angels in robes of light

Spread wide his fame.
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388. " Preach to every Creature."

2 Far o'er the sea and land,

—

'Tis our Lord's own command,—
Bear ye his name :

Bear it to every shore
;

Regions unknown explore

;

Enter at every door—
Silence is shame.

389. The Lord's Ascension.

1 Rise, glorious Conqueror, rise

Into thy native skies—
Assume thy right

:

And where, in many a fold,

The clouds are backward rolled—
Pass through those gates of gold,

And reign in light.

2 Victor o'er deatli and hell,

Cherubic Legions swell

PiP^giE^ggS; 1SSM

I

T
The radiant train

:

Praises all heaven inspire ;

Each angel sweeps his lyre,

And waves his wings of fire, •—

Thou Lamb, once slain.

3 Enter, incarnate God

;

No feet but thine have trod

The serpent down :

Blow the full trumpets, blow;

Wider yon portals throw ;

Saviour, triumphant, go

And take thy crown.

4 Lion of Judah, hail

;

And let thy name prevail

From age to age :

Lord of the rolling years,

Claim for thine own the spheres,

For thou hast bought witli tears

Thy heritage.
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390. "He is precious."

2 My Saviour, whom absent I love

;

Whom, not having seen, I adore

;

AY hose name is exalted above

All glory, dominion, and powTer,—

3 Dissolve thou these bands that detain

My soul from her portion in thee,

Oh, strike off this adamant chain,

And make me eternally free.

4 When that happy era begins,

AY hen arrayed in thy glories I shine,

Nor grieve any more, by my sins,

The bosom on which I recline, —

5 Oh, then shall the veil be removed,

And round me thy brightness be poured
;

I shall meet him whom, absent, I loved,

I shall see whom, unseen, I adored.

i

6 And then, never more shall the fears,

The trials, temptations, and woes,

Which darken this valley of tears,

Intrude on my blissful repose.

391. ; None shall pluck them from me

1 A debtor to mercy alone,

Of covenant mercy I sing ;

Nor fear, with thy righteousness on,

My person and offerings to bring :

2 The terrors of law and of God
With me can have nothing to do

;

My Saviour's obedience and blood

Hide all my transgressions from view

3 My name from the palms of his hands

Eternity will not erase
;

Impressed on his heart it remains

In marks cf indelible grace.
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Ou2/m The Spring is come.

2 Shall every creature around

Their voices in concert unite,

And I, the most favored, be found

In praising to take less delight?

3 Awake, then, my harp and my lute ;

Sweet organs, your notes softly swell

;

No longer my lips shall be mute,

The Saviour's high praises to tell.

4 His love in my heart shed abroad,

My graces shall bloom as the spring

;

This temple, his spirit's abode,

My joy, as my duty, to sing.

^59 O. His Name is as Ointment.

1 How tedious and tasteless the hours,

When Jesus no longer I see!

Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and

sweet flowers

Have lost all their sweetness with me.

2 His name yields the richest perfume,

And sweeter than music his voice
;

His presence disperses my gloom,

And makes all within me rejoice.

3 I should, were he always thus nigh,

Have nothing to wish or to fear
;

No mortal so happy as I

;

My summer would last all the year.

4 Dear Lord, if indeed I am thine,

If thou art my sun and my song,

Say, why do I languish and pine,

And why are my winters so long ?

5 Oh, drive these dark clouds from my sky;

Thy soul-cheering presence restore
;

Or take me unto thee on high,

Where winter and clouds are no mere*
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394. Nearer to Thee.

2 Though like a wanderer,

Daylight all gone,

Darkness he over me,

My vest a st me,

Yet in my <

v
'earns I'd he

Nearer to thee.

o There let the way appear

Steps up to heaven ;

All that thou sende6t me
In mercy given

;

Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee.

4 Then, with my waking thoughts,

Bright with thy praise,

Out of my stony griefs,

Bethel I raise
;

So by my woes to be

Nearer, my God, to thee.

Nearer to thee.
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39 O. Rest for the "Weary.

2 The storm that racks the wintry sky

No more disturbs their deep repose

Than summer evening's latest sigh,

That shuts the rose.

3 I long to lay this painful head

And aching heart beneath the soil

;

To slumber in that dreamless bed,

From all my toil.

4 The soul, of origin divine,

God's glorious image, freed from clay,

In heaven's eternal sphere shall shine,

A star of day.

5 The sun is but a spark of fire,

A transient meteor in the sky

:

The soul, immortal as its Sire,

Shall never die.

396. Thy Will be done.

1 My God, my Father, while I stray

Far from my home, on life's rough way,

Oh, teach me from my heart to say,

Thy will be done

!

2 What though in lonely grief I sigh

For friends beloved no longer nigh
;

Submissive still would I reply,

Thy will be done

!

3 If thou shouldst call me to resign

What most I prize,— it ne'er was mine.

;

I only yield thee what was thine :

Thy will be done !

4 If but my fainting heart be blest

With thy BWeet Spirit for its guest,

My God, to thee I leave the rest

:

Thy will be done

!
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The Intercessor.
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2 When, weary in the Christian race,

Far off appears my resting-place

;

And, fainting, I mistrust thy grace,

Then, Saviour, plead for me.

3 When I have erred and gone astray,

Afar from thine and wisdom's way,

And see no glimmering, guiding ray,

Still, Saviour, plead for me.

4 When Satan, by my sins made bold,

Strives from thy cross to loose my hold,

Then with thy pitying arms enfold,

And plead, oh, plead for me.

i And when my dying hour draws near,

Darkened with anguish, guilt, and fear,

Then to my fainting sight appear,

Pleading in heaven for me.

6 When the full light of heavenly day,

Reveals my sins in dread array,

Say thou hast washed them all away

;

Oh, say thou plead'st for me.

398. Patriotic Prayer.

1 From foes that would the land devour

;

From guilty pride, and lust of power

;

From wild sedition's lawless hour
;

From yoke of slavery
;

2 From blinded zeal, by faction led
;

From guilty change, by fancy bred ;

From poisonous error's serpent head,

Good Lord, preserve us free.

3 Defend, Lord, with guardian hand,

The laws and rulers ofour land
;

And grant our Church thy grace to stand

In faith and unity.
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399. The true Friend.

2 Blessed Jesus!— wouldst thou know him?

Oh, how he loves !

Give thyself e'en this day to him—
Oh, how he loves!

It is sin that pains and grieves thee ?

Doubts and trials, do they tease thee?

Jesus can from all release thee—
Oh, how he loves !

3 All thy sins shall be forgiven—
Oh, how he loves!

Backward all thy f jes be driven—
Oli, how he loves !

Best of blessings he'll provide thee ;

Naught but good shall e'er betide thee;

Safe to glory he will guide thee—
Oh, how he loves'.

4 Let us still this love be viewing—
Oh, how he loves !

And, though faint, keep on pursuing -

Oh, how he loves !

He will strengthen each endeavor ;

And when passed o'er Jordan's river,

This shall be our song forever—
Oh, how he loves !

Hark ! the clarion now is breaking ;
—

Come, brothers, come.

Nations from their sleep are waking ;
—

Come, brothers, come.

See salvation's banner flying

;

Join the ranks— on God relying
;

" Victory !
" we shall soon be crying ;

-«

Come, brothel's, come.
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400. "I WOULD NOT LIVE ALWAY."

2 I would not live alway thus fettered by sin,

Temptation without and corruption within :

E'en the rapture of pardon is mingled with

fears,

And the cup of thanksgiving with penitent

tears.

3 [ would not live alway ; no, welcome the

tomb •

Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its

gloom.

There sweet be my rest, till he bid me arise

To hail him in triumph descending the skies

4 Who, who would live alway, away from his

God,

Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode,

Where the rivers of pleasure ilow o'er the

bright plains,

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns?
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I

Turn ye.
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2 How vain the delusion, that while you de-

lay,

Your hearts may grow better by staying

away.

Come wretched, come starving, come just

as you be,

While streams of salvation are flowing so

free.

3 And now Christ is ready your souls to re-

ceive,

Oh , how can you question ifyou will believe ?

Ifsin is your burden , why willyou not come ?

'Tis you he bids welcome; he bids you

come home.

4 Come, give us your hand, and the Saviour

your heart,

And, trusting in heaven, we never shall part;

Oh, how can we leave you ! why will you

not come

!

We'll journey together and soon be at home.
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2 FINE. Close with second strain
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ban - quet of mer - cy there's room, )

pres - ence of Je - sus at home. ) Home, home, sweet, sweet home ;

8a - viour, for glo - ry, my home.
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402. Union of Saints.

2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of

peace

!

And thrice precious Jesus, whose love can-

not cease

!

Though oft from thy presence in sadness I

roam,

I long to behold thee in glory, at home.

3 I sigh from this body of sin to be free,

Which hinders my joy and communion with
thee :

Though now my temptation like billows

may foam,

All, all will be peace, when I'm with thee

at home.

4 While here in the valley of conflict I stay,

Oh, give me submission, and strength as

my day

;

In all my afflictions to thee would I come,

Rejoicing in hope of my glorious home.

5 Whate'er thou deniest, oh, give me thy

grace,

The Spirit's sure witness, and smiles of thy

face

;

Endue me with patience to wait at thy

throne,

And find, even now, a sweet foretaste of

home.

6 I long, dearest Lord, in thy beauties to

shine

;

No more as an exile in sorrow to pine ;

And in thy dear image arise from the tomb,

With glorified millions, to praise thee at

home.
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Where once the Cru - ci - fied was borne, And veiled in mid - night gloom

!

Oh ! weep no more the Saviour slain ; The Lord is risen—He lives a - gain*
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^llJ-j. The first Christian Sabbath.

2 Ye mourning saints, dry every tear

For your departed Lord
;

" Behold the place — he is not there ;

"

The tomb is all unbarred :

The gates of death were closed in vain
;

The Lord is risen ; he lives again.

3 Now cheerful to the house of prayer

Your early footsteps bend,

The Saviour will himself be there,

Your advocate and friend.

Once by the law your hopes were slain

;

But now in Christ ye live again.

4 How tranquil now the rising day

!

Tis Jesus still appears,

A risen Lord to ohase away

Your unbelieving fears :

Oh, weep no more your comforts slain :

The Lord is risen ; he live* again.
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404. The good Shepherd.

2 I saw thee stray forlorn,

And heard thee faintly cry
;

And on the tree of scorn

For thee I deigned to die.

3 I shield thee from alarms,

And wilt thou not be blest?

I bear thee in my arms
;

Thou, bear me in thy breast.

400. " The Lord is my Strength. "

1 Jehovah is our strength,

And he shall be our song

;

We Bhall o'ercome at length,

Although our foes be strong.

2 The Lord our refuge is,

And ever will remain ;

Since he hath made us his,

lie will our cause maintain.

3 The Lord our portion is
;

What can we wish for more ?

As long as we are his,

We never can be poor.

4 The Lord our Shepherd is,

He knows our every need

;

And since we now are his,

His care our souls will feed.

5 Our God our Father is
;

Our names are on his heart

;

We ever shall be his,

He ne'er from us will part.

Cling to the Crucified;

His eyes shall guard thee well -

For thee, fast from his side,

The crimson current fell.



214 LYONS. 10s & lis.
F.J.Haydn. 1732—1810.
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406. Praise the Lord.

2 Thy canopy's heaven, in splendor so bright

;

Tliv chariot the clouds ; thy garment the

light;

The works of creation thy bidding perform

;

Thou ridest the whirlwind, directest the

storm.

3 What wisdom is shown, what power dis-

played,

La all that thy hand hath fashioned and
made

!

The earth full of riches, in beauty complete

;

The fathomless ocean, with wonders replete.

On, worship the King all glorious above,

And gratefully Bing bis wonderful love—
Our shield and defender, the Ancient of

days,

Pavilioned in splendor and girded with

praise.
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an - guish ; Earth has no sor - row that Heaven can - not heal.
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4U7. Come, ye Disconsolate.

2 Joy of the desolate, light of the stray-

Hope, when all others die, fadeless and
pure,

Here speaks the Comforter, in God's name
saying,

Earth hath no sorrow that heaven can-

not cure.
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Saviour, whose mercy, severe in its kind-

ness,

Hast chastenedmy wanderings and guided
my way,

Adored be the power which illumined my
blindness,

And weaned me from phantoms that

smiled to betray.
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408. Seeking the Lord.

2 Where dost thou at noontide resort with

thy sheep,

To feed on the pastures of love ?

Say, why in the valley of death should I

weep,

Or alone in the wilderness rove?

$ Oh,why should I wander, an alien from thee,

Or cry in the desert for bread?

Thy foes will rejoice when my sorrows they

see,

And smile at the tears I have shed.

4 Restore, my dear Saviour, the light of thy

face
;

Thy soul-cheering favor impart

;

And let thy sweet tokens of pardoning

grace

Bring joy to my desolate heart.
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409. The Heavenly City.

2 There the glory is ever shining
;

Oh, my longing heart, my longing heart is

there.

Here in this country, so dark and dreary,

I long have wandered forlorn and weary.

3 There's the city to which I journey

;

My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light.

There is no sorrow, nor any sighing,

Nor any sinning, nor any dying.

4 Farewell, brothers, with tears I've wanted;

you;

I must leave you, I must leave you and ha

gone;

With this your portion, }~our heart 8 de-

sire—
Why will you perish in raging fire?

I'm a pilgrim,"and fin a strangerTetc.
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410. The PRECiors Promises.

2 In every condition, in sickness, and health,

In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth,

At home, or abroad, on the land, on the

sea,

As thy days may demand, shall thy strength

ever be.

3 When through the deep waters I call thee

to go,

The rivers of woe shall not thee overflow
;

For I will be with thee, thy troubles to

bless,

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

4 When through fiery trials thy pathway

shall lie,

My grace all-sufficient shall be thy supply

;

The flame shall not hurt thee ; 1 only de-

sign

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to re-

fine.

5 Even down to old age, all my people shall

prove

Impartial, eternal, unchangeable love
;

And when hoary hairs shall their temples

adorn,

Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be

borne.

6 The soul that on Jesus doth lean for re-

pose,

I will not, I will not, desert to his foes

;

That soul, though all hell should endeavor
to shake,

I'll never— no, never— no, never forsake.

411. The Good Shepherd.

1 The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I

know
;

I feed in green pastures, safe-folded I rest

;

He leadeth my soul where the still waters

flow,

Restores me when wandering, redeems

when oppressed.

2 Through the valley and shadow of death

though I stray,

Since thou art my guardian, no evil I fear

;

Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my
stay;

No harm can befall, with my Comforter

near.

3 In the midst of affliction my table is spread

;

With blessings unmeasured my cup run-

neth o'er

;

With oil and perfume thou anointest my
head;

Oh, what shall I ask of thy providence

more !
(

4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God,

Still followmy steps till I meet thee above;

I seek— by thy path which my forefathers

trod,

Through the land of their sojourn— thy

kingdom of love.

Delay not ! delay not ! sinner, draw nenr

!

The waters of life arenow flowing for thee ;

No price is demanded ; the Saviour is here ;

Redemption is purchased ; salvation ia

free.
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412. Homeward Bound.

2 Friends, fondly cherished, but passed on

before

;

Waiting, they watch me approaching the

shore

;

Singing to cheer me through death's chill-

ing gloom :

Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.

Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear
;

Harps of the blessed, your voices I hear

;

Kings with the harmony heaven's high

dome—
Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.

3 Death, with thy weapons of war lay me
low,

Strike, king of terrors ! I fear not the blow
;

Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb !

Joyfully, joyfully will I go home.

Bright will the morn of eternity dawn,

Death shall be banished, his sceptre be

gone !

Joyfully, then shall I witness his doom,

Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home.

413. The Day-dawn.

I Brighter, still brighter the dawning ofday

;

Clouds are dispersing and fleeing away

;

Children of sorrow, now lift up your eyes,

Beams of salvation are gilding the skies.

Hasten, oh, hasten to welcome the light,

Quitting the darkness and gloom of the

night,

Wake to the coming of life from above
;

Day-dawn of freedom and heavenly love.

2 Zion, no longer thy bondage bemoan

;

Nature, no longer with travaillings groan
;

Captives of Satan, your prisons forsake :

Slumbering souls, from your death-sleep

awake ;

Welcome with rapture this long-promised

hour,

Joyfully welcome this day of God's power ;

Shout your hosannas to welcome the Lord

Coming to conquer the world by his word.

414. Death, where is thy Sting !

1 Happy the spirit released from its clay

;

Happy the soul that goes bounding away ;

Singing, as upward it hastes to the skies,

Victory ! victory ! homeward I rise.

Many the toils it has passed through

below,

Many the seasons of trial and woe

;

Many the doubtings it never should sing,

Victory ! victory ! thus on the wing.

2 How can we wish them recalled from their

home,

Longer in sorrowing exile to roam ?

Safely they passed from their troubles be-

neath,

Victory ! victory ! shouting in death.

Thus let them slumber, till Christ, frcrr. tho

skies,

Bids them in glorified body arise

,

Singing, as upward they spring from the

tomb,

Victory ! victory ! Jesus hath come



THE GOLDEN SHORE.
Wm. B. Bradbury. From "Oriola."

We are out on the o -cean sail - ing, Homeward bound we sweetly glide; J
We are out on the o-cean sail - ing, To a home beyond the tide. j>

Mil-lions now are safe - ly land - ed, O - ver on the gold-en shore;

Mil-lions more are on their jour -ney, Yet there's room for millions more
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All the storms will soon be o - ver, Then we'll an-chor in the har - bor
;

_£_ ft .9-
|

fS | _^. ? .9.

_£_£•._*_ tt—fK—±_f=—

I

1—F-t2 5!—H—*—tC—| 1—p±

^d. d j—j—

*

-*-*

—

j—«—s-i~j
;

. -g g—s-t-*

—

s—

r

^i *

We are out on the o - cean sail-ing, To a home be-yond the tide

;
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We are out on 'he o-cean sailing, To a home be-yond the tide.

415.
2 Spread your sails,while heavenly breezes 3 When we all are safely anchored,

Gently waft our vessel on
;

All on board are sweetly singing

—

Free salvation is the song.

—

Cue

We will shout—our trials o'er;

We will walk about the city,

And we'll sing forevermore —Cho.



JESUS LOVES ME. 22o
J. W. Bradbury , by permission.

'* We love Him because he first loved us." 1st John, 4 : 19.
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416.
Jesus loves me ! He who died,

Heaven's gate to open wide
;

He will wash away my sin,

Let his little child come in.

Yes, Jesus loves me, &c.

3 Jesus loves me ! loves me still,

Though I'm very weak and ill

;

From his shining throne on high,

Comes to watch me where I lie.

Yes, Jesus loves me, &c.

4 Jesus loves me ; He will stay

Close beside me, all the way

;

If I love him, when I die,

He will take me home on high.

Yes, Jesus loves mo, &e.
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SHALL WE SING IN HEAVEN? Concluded. 225

417 • 4 Shall we rest from care and sorrow,

In that land ?

Shall we rest from care and sorrow,

In that happy land ?

Yes ! oh, yes ! in that land, that happy land,

They that meet shall rest forever,

Far beyond the rolling river, &c.

5 Shall we meet our dear, lost children,

In that land ?

Shall we meet our dear, lost children,

In that happy land ?

Yes ! oh, yes ! in that land, that happy land,

Children meet and sing forever,

Far beyond the rolling river, &e.

6 Shall we meet our Christian parents

In that land ?

Shall we meet our Christian parents

In that happy land ?

Yes ! oh, yes ! in that land, that happy land,

Parents and children meet together,

Far beyond the rolling river, &c.

7 Shall we meet our faithful teachers

In that land V

Shall we meet our faithful teachers

In that happy land ?

Yes ! oh, yes ! in that land, that happy land,

Teachers and scholars meet together,

Far beyond the rolling river, &c.

8 Shall we know our blessed Saviour

In that land ?

Shall we know our blessed Saviour
In that happy land !

Y^es f oh, yes ! in that land, that happy land,

We shall know our blessed Saviour

Far beyond the rolling river,

Love and serve him there forever,

In that happy land.
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2. Byrtie grace of^Godwe'Il meet^ou, Bythe grace of God we'll meet
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418
3 Jesus lives and reigns forever,

On Canaan's happy shore.

4 Glory, glory, hallelujah,

Forever, evermore.

419.

1

A portion in Thee.
Tune—Ward, P. 12.

Though clad in rags, by sin defiled,

The Father hath embraced his child,

And I am pardoned, reconciled,

Lamb of God ! in Thee.

It is the Father's joy to bless
;

His love provides for me a dress

—

A robe of spotless righteousness

—

O Lamb of God ! in Thee.

Now shall my famished soul be fed

;

A feast of love for me is spread
;

I feed upon the children's bread
;

O Lamb of God! in Thee.

4 It is Thy precious name I bear,

It is Thy spotless robe I wear

;

Therefore the Father's love I share,

O Lamb of God ! in Thee.

4^U. Thy will be done.
Tune—Ward, P. 12,

" Not my will, but thine be done." Luke 22 : 42.

1 Thy will be done ! In devious way
The hurrying stream of life may run

;

Yet still our grateful hearts shall say,

Thy will be done !

2 Thy will be done ! If o'er us shine

A gladdening and a prosperous sun,

This prayer shall make it more divine !

Thy will be done !

3 Thy will be done ! Tho' shrouded o'er

Our path with gloom, one comfort, one

Is ours—to breathe, while we adore,

Thy will be done 1



DEPTH OP MERCY. 227
Arranged by G. W. Ballou. B}t permission.
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1. Depth of mer-cy ! can there be, Mer- cy still re-served for me? )

Can my God his wrath forbear ? Me the chief of sin - ners, spare ? J
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2 I have long withstood his grace,

Long provoked him to his face
;

Would not hearken to hi3 calls
;

Grieved him by a thousand falls.

God is love, &c.

3 Now incline me to repent

;

Let me now my sins lament ;

Now my foul revolt deplore
;

Weep, believe, and sin no more.

God is love, &c.

weeps and loves me

0-

stilL

ill

11

4 Kindled his relentings are
j

Me he now delights to spare

;

Cries, How shall I give thee uj? f

Lets the lifted thunder drop.

God is love. &c.

5 There for me the Saviour stands ;

Shows his wounds, .and spreads his hundsj

God is love ! I know, I feel

;

Jesus weeps, and loves me still.

God is love, &c.



22S JESUS PAID IT ALL.

1. Nothing, either great or small, Nothing, sinner, no ; Jesus died and paid it all, Long, long a - go.

Chorus.

Jesus paid it all, All the debt I owe, And nothing either great or small Remains for me to do.

^.Erb^^J
:
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422.
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2 When He from His lofty throne

Stooped to do and die,

Every thing was fully done

—

" 'lis finished," was his cry. Cho.

3 Weary, working, plodding one,

Wherefore toil you so ?

Cease your doing ; all was done

Long, long ago.

4 Till to Jesus 5 work you cling,

By a simple faith,

" Doing is a deadly thing,

Doing ends in death."

5 Cast your deadly doing down,

Down at Jesus' feet

;

Stand in Him, in Him alone,

Glorious and complete.

The above lyric has been greatly blessed of God in leading the anxious to rest solely

in the finished work of Christ.

The author, the late Rev. Mr. Proctor, of Scotland, says : since I first discovered Jesus

to be the end of the law for righteousness to every one that believeth, I have more than

once met with a poor sinner seeking peace at the foot of Sinai instead of Calvary
;
and I

have heard him, now and again, in bitter disappointment and fear, groaning out ;
" What

must I do V I have said to him :
" Do ! do ! what can you do 1 what do you need

to do?"
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Rev. J. W. Dadmun, by permission.
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id to die,

- row there,

to me of Heaven When I

Cho. There'll be no more sor - row there, There'll be no
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Sing songs of ho - ly ec - sta

In Heaven a - bove, where all is love,

To waft my soul on high.

There'll be no more sor-row there.

ilgi il'ii!
423.

When cold and sluggish drops,

Roll off my marble brow,

Burst forth in strains of joyfulness,

—

Let heaven begin below.

Cho.—There'll be, &c.

When the last moments come,

Oh ! watch my dying face,

And catch the bright seraphic glow,

Which o'er each feature plays.

Cho.—There'll be, &c.

Then to my raptured ears,

Let one sweet song be given ;

Let music charm me last on earth,

And greet me first in heaven.

Cho.—There'll be, &o.

424.i Christ, our Sacrifice.

i Not all the blood of beasts

On Jewish altars slain,

Could !iivi> *he guilty conscience peace,

Or was)] away my stain.

Cho.—I'm glad salvation's free,

I'm glad salvation's free ;

Salvation's free, for you and me,
I'm glad salvation's free.

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Takes all our sins away;

—

A sacrifice of nobler name,
And richer blood than they.

Cho.—I'm glad, &c.

3 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of thine,

While, like a penitent, I stand,

And there confess my sin.

Cho.—I'm glad, &c.

4 My soul looks back to see

The burdens thou didst bear,
When hanging on th' accursed tree,

And hopes her guilt was there.

Cho.—I'm glad, &c.

5 Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove
;

We bless the Lamb, with cheerful voice,
And sing his bleeding love.

Clio.—I'm glad, £&
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Moderato.
U ft ^:

H. E. Matthews.

1. A - round the throne of God in heavcn,Thousands of children stand ; Chil-
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2 In flowing robes of spotless white,

See every one arrayed
;

Dwelling in everlasting light,

And joys that never fade,

Singing, &c.

3 What brought them to that world above?

That heaven so bright and fair,

Where all is peace, and joy, and love
;

How came those children there?

Singing, &c.

4 Because the Saviour shed his blood,

To wash away their sin
;

Bathed in that pure and precious flood,

Behold them white and clean !

Singing, &c.

5 On earth they sought the Saviour's grace,

On earth they loved his name
;

So now they see his blessnd face,

And stand before the Lamb,

Singing, &c.



I'M GOING HOME. L. M. 231
M 111

me. )

m
1. My heavenly home is bright and fair; Nor pain, nor death can en-ter there ; )

Its glittering towers the sun out-shine ; That heavenly mansion shall be mine. )
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I'm go - ing home, I'm go - ing home, I'm go - ing home to die no more.
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To die no more, To die no more, I'm go-ing home to die no more.
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2 My Father's house is built on high,

Far, far above the starry sky
;

When from this earthly prison free,

That heavenly mansion mine shall be.

I'm going home, &c.

3 While here, a stranger far from home,

Affliction's waves may round me foam
;

And, though like Lazarus,sick and poor,

My heavenly mansion is secure.

1'n. 'going hons^, &c.

4 Let others seek a home below,

Which flames devour, or waves o'erflow,

Be mine a happier lot to own,

A heavenly mansion near the throne.

I'm going home, &c.

5 Then fail the earth, let stars decline,

And sun and moon refuse to shine,

All nature sink and cease to be,

That heavenly mansion stands for me.

I'm going home, &c.



232 SUNDAY SCHOOL RECRUITING SONG.
Words by the author of " I want to be an Angel." Wm. B. Bradbury.

« li %.
^^dtrately quick.

1/ ^ *
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'o our dear Sunday School there ought many to come,Who spend Sunday wand'ring or trilling at
God meant all the peo-ple who live in this place, To hear of his goodness, and join in hi9

home ; I'll try to bring one, or I'll try to bring £it;o,Yes, all that I can, I'm determined to do
praise ; So I'll try to bring one, or I'll try to bring £u;o,Yes, ail that I can, I'm determined to do.

II uOne or more boys. Girls and Boys, or two Girls alone. Full Chorus.

I'll try to bring one, I'll try to bring two, Yes, all that I can, I'm determined to do.

427.
3 Let me think ; are there none of the dear ones at home,
The large, or the little, who never have come ?

Oh, I'll beg and I'll coax, try for one, try for two,

Yes, all that I can, I'm determined to do.

4 My cousins and playmates, who live in this street,

I'll ask them to come, the next time that we meet

;

Who knows but among them I'll get one, or two,

For all that I can, I'm determined to do.

5 Out there in the lot where I pass every day,

How many spend Sabbath in frolic or play
;

If I could but get one of those boys, now, or two,

To come here next Sabbath, what good it might do.

6 Perhaps up to heaven some day I may go.

What glory and blessedness then I shall know I

But I want in that glory that many may share

—

That one, two, yes, all I can take, may be there.
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Now to heaven our prayer as - cend-ing,

In a no - ble cause ex-tend-ing,

Be that prayer a - gain re - peat - ed,

Ne'er des - pair-ing, tho* de - feat - ed,

I
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God speed the right

!

God speed the [Omit.]

God speed the right

!

God speed the [Omit.]

right!

right

!
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Be their zeal in heaven re - cord - ed, With sue - cess on

Like the good and great in sto - ry, If they fail, they
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earth re-ward-ed, God speed the right!

fail with glo - ry, God speed the right

!
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God speed the right

!

God speed the right

!

mmmmimM
Patient, firm, and persevering,

God speed the right

!

Ne'er the event or danger fearing,

God speed the right

!

Pains, nor toils, nor trials heeding,

And in heaven's own time succeeding,

God speed the right

!

Still their onward course pursuing,

God speed the right

!

Every foe at length subduing,

God speed the right

!

Truth, thy cause, whate'er delay it,

There's no power on earth can stay it,

God speed the right

!



234 WILL YOU GO ? 83 & 3s.
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1 . We're traveling home to heaven a-bove, Will you
To sing the Saviour's Ay - ing love, Will you

d.c. And mil-lions now are on the road, Will you
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2 We're going to see the bleeding Lamb,

AY ill you go ? will you go ?

In rapturous strains to praise His name,

Will you go ? will you go ?

The crown of life we there shall wear,

The conqueror's palms our hands shall bear,

And all the joys of heaven we'll share ;

Will you go ? will you go ?

3 Ye weary, heavy-laden, come,

Will you go V will you go V

In the blest house there still is room,

Will you go ? will you go ?

The Lord is waiting to receive,

If thou wilt now on him believe,

He'll give thy troubled conscience ease,

Will you go ? will you go?

The way to heaven is straight and plain •

Will you go ? will you go ?

Kepent, believe, be born again,

Will you go ? will you go ?

The Saviour cries aloud to thee,

11 Take up thy cross and follow Me,

And thou shalt My salvation see j"

Will you go ? will you go ?

0, could I hear some sinner say,

" I will go; I will go;"

0, could I hear him humbly pray,

" Make me go, make me go,"

And all his old companions tell,

11 I will not go with you to hell

;

I long with Jesus Christ to dwell;

Let me go, let me go.
M



THAT BEAUTIFUL LAND. 235
TV. B. Bradbury, by permission.

• 1. A beau-ti - ful land by faith I see, A land of rest, from sor - row free ;

2. That beauti-ful land, the City of Lightjt ne'er ha? known the shades of night;
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Will you go? Will you go? Go to that beau-ti - ful land with me?
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Mav be repeated at pleasure, pp.
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Will you go ? Will you

_*_ #• If
/7\

? Go to that beau - ti - ful land ?
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and ?

430.
3 In vision I see its streets of gold

:

Its beautiful gates I too behold,

The river of life, the crystal sea,

The ambrosial fruit of life's fair tree.

Will you go ? tc

4 The heavenly throng arrayed in white,

In rapture range the plains of light

;

And in one harmonious choir they praise

Their glorious Saviour's matchless grace.

V> ill you go? &_.



ADDITIONAL HYMNS,

WORSHIP.

4ol. The Rest of the Sabbath. L.M.

1 Another six days' work is done,

Another sabbath is begun
;

Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest

;

Improve the day thy God has blessed.

2 Come, bless the Lord, whose love assigns

So sweet a rest to wearied minds

;

Provides an antepast of heaven,

And gives this day the food of seven.

3 Oh that our thoughts and thanks may rise,

As grateful incense to the skies

;

And draw from heaven that sweet repose,

Which none but he that feels it knows!

4 This heavenly calm within the breast

Is the dear pledge of glorious rest,

Which for the church of God remains,

The end of cares, the end of pains.

5 In holy duties, let the day,

In holy pleasures, pass away

;

How sweet a sabbath thus to spend,

In hope of one that ne'er shall end !

432. Rejoicing in Hope. 7s.

I Children of the heavenly King,

As ye journey, sweetly sing ;

Sing your Saviour's worthy prai?3
;

Glorious in his works and ways.

2 Ye are travelling home to God,

In the way the fathers trod;

They are happy now, and ye

Soon their happiness shall see.

3 Shout, ye ransomed flock, and blo3t t

Ye on Jesus' throne shall rest

;

There your seat is now prepared,

There your kingdom and reward.

4 Fear not, brethren, joyful stand

On the borders of your land :

Jesus Christ, God's only Son,

Bids you, undismayed, go on.

5 Lord, submissive make us go,

Gladly leaving all below :

Only thou our leader be,

And we still will follow thee.

433. Heavenly Joy.

1 Come, we who love the Lord,

And let our joys be known

;

Join in a song with sweet accord,

And thus surround the throne.

2 Let those refuse to sing

Who never knew our God
;

But children of the heavenly King
May speak their joys abroad.

S.M.



ADDITIONAL HYMNS. 237

434. Jot in God. L.M

1 Far from my thoughts, vain world, begone:

Let my religious hours alone
;

Fain would mine eyes my Saviour see

;

I wait a visit. Lord, from thee.

2 My heart grows warm with holy fire,

And kindles with a pure desire
;

Come, my dear Jesus, from above,

And feed my soul with heavenly love.

3 Blest Saviour, what delicious fare

!

How sweet thine entertainments are !

Never did angels taste above

Redeeming grace and dying love.

4 Hail, great Immanuel, all-divine !

In thee thy Father's glories shine :

Thou brightest, sweetest, fairest one,

That eyes have seen or angels known.

435. Evening Song. L.M.

1 Glory to thee, my God, this night,

For all the blessings of the light

;

Keep me, oh, keep me, King of kings,

Beneath thine own almighty wings.

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,

The ills that I this day have done

;

That with the world, myself, and thee,

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3 Let my blest Guardian, while I sleep,

His watchful station near me keep

;

My heart with love celestial fill,

And guard me from the approach of ill.

4 Teach me to live, that I may dread

The grave as little as my bed

;

Teach me to die, that so I may
Rise glorious in the latter day.

436. Joyful in God. L.M.

1 Great God, attend while Zion sings

The joy that from thy presence springs

;

To spend one day with thee on earth

,

Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meanest place

Within thy house, God of grace

;

Not tents of ease, nor thrones of power.

Should tempt my feet to leave thy door.

3 God is our Sun ; he makes our day
;

God is our Shield : he guards our way
From all the assaults of hell and sin,

From foes without and foes within.

4 All needful grace will God bestow,

And crown that grace with glory too

;

He gives us all things, and withholds

No real good from upright souls.

5 God our King, whose sovereign sway
The glorious hosts of heaven obey,

And devils at thy presence flee,—
Blest is the man who trusts in thee

437. Adoration and Praise, lis. & 8s.

1 In songs of sublime adoration and praise,

Ye pilgrims, for Zion who press,

Break forth, and extol the great Ancient o/

Days,

His rich and distinguishing grace.
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2 His love, from eternity, fixed upon you,

i »roke forth, and discovered its {lame,

When each, with the cords of his kindness,

he drew,

And brought you to love his great name.

3 T^vas all of thy grace we were brought to

obey,

While others were suffered to go

11) e road which by nature we chose as our

way,

Which leads to the regions of woe.

4 Then give all the glory to his holy name
;

To him all the glory belongs

;

Be yours the high joy still to sound forth

his fame,

And crown him in each of your songs.

4oS. Heavenly Anticipations. 8s. 7s & 4s.

1 In thy name, Lord, assembling,

We, thy people, now draw near

;

Teach us to rejoice with trembling

;

Speak, and let thy servants hear—
Hear with meekness,

Hear thy word with godly fear.

2 While our days on earth are lengthened,

May we give them, Lord, to thee

;

Cheered by hope, and daily strengthened,

May we run, nor weary be,

Till thy glory,

Without clouds, in heaven we see.

3 There, in worship purer, sweeter,

Thee thy people shall adore
;

Tasting of enjoyment greater

Far than thought conceived before—
Full enjoyment,

Full, unmixed, and evermore.

GOD.

439. Nations adore Him ! L.xM

1 Before Jehovah's awful throne,

Ye nations, bow with sacred joy

:

Know that the Lord is God alone

;

He can create— and he destroy.

2 His sovereign power, without our aid,

Made us of clay— and formed as men ;

And when , like wandering sheep , we strayed

,

He brought us to his fold again.

3 We are his people— we his care—
Our souls, and all our mortal frame :

What lasting honors shall we rear,

Almighty Maker, to thy name

!

4 We'll crowd thy gates, with thankful songs,

High as the heaven our voices raise
;

And earth, with all her thousand tongues,

Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise.

5 Wide, as the world, is thy command

;

Vast, as eternity, thy love
;

Firm, as a rock, thy truth shall stand,

When lolling years shall cease to move.

440. Praising Divine MERcr. L.M,

1 God of my life, to thee belong

The grateful heart, the joyful song;

Touched by thy love, each tuneful chord

Refi Hinds the goodness of the Lord.
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2 Yet why, dear Lord, this tender care !

Why does thy hand so kindly rear

A useless cuinberer of the ground,

Ca which so little fruit is found !

3 Still let the barren fig-tree stand,

Upheld and fostered by thy hand

;

And let its fruit and verdure be

A grateful tribute, Lord, to thee.

441. Hiding Place. L.M.

1 Hail, sovereign love, that first began

The scheme to rescue fallen man
;

Hail, matchless, free, eternal grace,

That gave my soul a hiding-place.

2 Against the God that rules the sky

I fought with hand uplifted high
;

Despised his rich, abounding grace,

Too proud to 6eek a hiding-place.

3 But thus the eternal counsel ran :

" Almighty love, arrest that man."
I felt the arrow of distress,

And found I had no hiding-place.

4 Indignant justice stood in view
;

To Sinai's fiery mount I flew :

But justice cried, with frowning face,

" This mountain is no hiding-place."

5 Ere long a heavenly voice I heard,

And Mercy's angel form appeared
;

She led me on, with gentle pace,

To Jesus, as my hiding-place.

6 On him almighty vengeance fell,

That must have sunk a world to hell.

He bore it for the chosen race,

And thus became their hiding-place.

7 A few more rolling suns, at most,

Will land me safe on Canaan's coast,

Where I shall sing the song of grace,

And see my glorious hiding-place.

442. The Test.

1 Hark ! my soul, it is the Lord
;

'Tis thy Saviour ; hear his word ;

Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee,

" Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me?

2 " Can a woman's tender care

Cease towards the child she bare?

Yes, she may forgetful be
;

Yet will I remember thee.

3 " Mine is an unchanging love,

Higher than the heights above

;

Deeper than the depths beneath ;

Free and faithful, strong as death.

4 " Thou shalt see my glory soon,

When the work of grace is done
;

Partner of my throne shalt be ;

Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me? "

5 Lord, it is my chief complaint,

That my love is weak and faint

;

Yet I love thee, and adore ;
—

Oh ! for grace to love thee more.

443. Infinite Indebtedness.

ra

L.M

1 Great God ! let all my tuneful powers

Awake, and sing thy mighty name :
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Thy hand revolves my circling hours,—
Thy hand, from whence my being came.

2 Seasons and moons, still rolling round

In beauteous order, speak thy praise
;

And years, with smiling mercy crowned,

To thee successive honors raise.

3 My life, my health, my friends, I owe,

All to thy vast, unbounded love

;

Ten thousand precious gifts below,

And hope of nobler joys above.

4 Thus will I sing till nature cease,

Till sense and language are no more

;

And after death thy boundless grace,

Through everlasting years adore.

444.

JESUS CHRIST.

Ingratitude. CM.

1 And will the Lord thus condescend

To visit sinful worms
;

Thus at the door shall Mercy stand

In all her winning forms?

2 Surprising grace ! — and shall my heart

Unmoved and cold remain?

Has this hard rock no tender part;

MoPt mercy plead in vain?

3 Shall Jesus for admission sue—
His charming voice unheard

;

And this vile heart, his rightful due,

Remain forever barred?

4 'Tis sin, alas, with tyrant power,

The lodging has possessed

;

And crowds of traitors bar the door

Against the heavenly guest.

5 Ye dangerous inmates, hence depart

;

Immanuel, enter in,

And guard the passage to my heart.

And keep out every sin.

440. Christ's Dying Love. CM

1 How condescending and how kind

Was God's eternal Son !

Our misery reached his heavenly mind,

And pity brought him down.

2 He sunk beneath our heavy woes,

To raise us to his throne

;

There's ne'er a gift his hand bestows

But cost his heart a groan.

3 This was compassion, like a God,

That when the Saviour knew
The price of pardon was his blood

His pity ne'er withdrew

4 Now, though he reigns exalted high,

His love is still as great

;

Well he remembers Calvary,

Nor lets his saints forget.

5 Here let our hearts begin to melt,

While we his death record.

And, with our joy for pardoned guilt,

Mourn that we pierced the Lord.
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44U. Miracles of Christ. CM.

1 Jesus, and didst thou condescend,

When veiled in human clay,

To heal the sick, the lame, the blind,

And drive disease away?

2 Didst thou regard the beggar's cry,

And give the blind to see?

Jesus, thou Son of David, hear—
Have mercy, too, on me.

3 And didst thou pity mortal woe,

And sight and health restore ?

Then pity, Lord, and save my soul,

Which needs thy mercy more.

4 Didst thou regard thy servant's cry,

When sinking in the wave?

T perish, Lord— oh, save my soul,

For thou alone canst save.

44/ . The Watch of the Shepherds. CM.

1 While shepherds watched their flocks by

night,

All seated on the ground
;

The angel of the Lord came down,

And glory shone around.

2 " Fear not," said he,— for mighty dread

Had seized their troubled mind ,
—

11 Glad tidings of great joy I bring,

To you and all mankind.

3 " To you, in David's town, this day,

Is born, of David's line,

The Saviour, who is Christ, the Lord,

And this shall be the sign :
—

4 " The heavenly babe you there shall find,

To human view displayed,

All meanly wrapped in swathing bands,

And in a manger laid."

5 Thus spake the seraph ; and forthwith

Appeared a shining throng

Of angels, praising God, who thus

Addressed their joyful song

:

6 " All glory be to God on high,

And to the earth be peace

;

Good-will henceforth from heaven to men
Begin, and never cease !

"

44o» O Death, where is thy Sting. L.M

1 He dies ! — the Friend of sinners dies

,

Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around
;

A solemn darkness veils the skies
;

A sudden trembling shakes the ground.

2 Here's love and grief beyond degree
,

The Lord of glory dies for men
;

But lo ! what sudden joys we see ?

Jesus, the dead, revives again !

3 The rising God forsakes the tomb
;

Up to his Father's court he flies

Cherubic legions guard him home,

And shout him welcome to the skies.

4 Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell

How high our great Deliverer reig ;

Sing how he spoiled the hosts of hell,

And led the tyrant Death in chains.
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5 Say— live forever, glorious King,

Born to redeem, and strong to save

!

Where now, Death, where is thy sting?

And where thy victory, boasting grave?

449 . Christ Suffering for our Sins. S.M.

1 Like sheep we went astray,

And broke the fold of God
;

Each wandering in a different way
;

But all the downward road.

2 How dreadful was the hour,

When God our wanderings laid,

And did at once his vengeance pour,

Upon the Shepherd's head !

3 How glorious was the grace,

When Christ sustained the stroke !

His life and blood the Shepherd pays,

A ransom for the flock.

4 His honor and his breath

Were taken both away
;

Joined with the wicked in hifi death,

And made as vile as they.

450. When I Survey.' ' L.M.

1 When I survey the wondrous cross

On which the Prince of glory died,

My richest gain I count but loss,

And pour contempt on all my pride.

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,

Save in the death of ( 'hrisl , my ( lod ;

All the vain things that charm me most,

I Baeriiice them to his blood.

3 Sec from his head, his hands, his feet,

Sorrow and love flow mingled down
;

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,

Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,

That were a present far too small

;

Love so amazing, so divine,

Demands my soul, my life, my all.

451. Resurrection. 7a

1 Angels, roll the rock away !

Death, yield up the mighty prey
;

See, he rises from the tomb,

Glowing with immortal bloom.

2 'Tis the Saviour ! angels, raise

Your triumphant songs of praise,

Let the earth's remotest bound

Hear the joy-inspiring sound.

3 Now, ye saints, lift up your eyes

;

Now to glory see him rise,

In long triumph, up the sky—
Up to waiting worlds on high.

4 Praise him, all ye heavenly choirs,

Praise, and sweep your golden lyres,

Shout, earth, in rapturous song ;

Let the strains be sweet and strong.

452, The King of Glory. L.M,

1 Our Lord is risen from the dead,

Our Jesus is gone up on high ;

The powers of hell are captive led—
Dragged to the portals of the sky.
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2 There his triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the solemn lay :

81 Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates

!

Ye everlasting doors, give way !

"

3 Loose all your bars of massy light,

And wide unfold the radiant scene
;

He claims those mansions as his right—
Receive the King of glory in.

4 " Who is this King of glory, who? "

The Lord, that all his foes o'ercame
;

The world, sin, death, and hell o'erthrew,

And Jesus is the Conqueror's name.

5 Lo ! his triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the solemn lay :

" Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates !

Ye everlasting doors, give way !

"

HbU

O

m The Redeemer ox his Throxe. S.M.

1 Exthroxed is Jesus now,

L'pon his heavenly seat

;

The kingly crown is on his brow
;

The saints are at his feet.

2 In shining white they stand,—
A great and countless throng

;

A palmy sceptre in each hand,

On every lip a song.

3 They sing the Lamb of God,

Once slain on earth for them
;

The Lamb, through whose atoning blood,

Each wears his diadem.

4 Thy grace, Holy Ghost,

Thy blessed help supply,

That we may join that radiant host,

Triumphant in the Bky,

404. Christ the Conqueror. CM,

1 Jesus, immortal King, arise

;

Rise and assert thy sway

Till earth, subdued, its tribute bring,

And distant lands obey.

2 Ride forth, victorious Conqueror, ride,

Till all thy foes submit

;

And all the powers of hell resign

Their trophies at thy feet.

3 Send forth thy word, and let it fly

This spacious earth around
;

Till every soul beneath the sun

Shall hear the joyful sound.

4 From sea to sea, from shore to shore,

May Jesus be adored
;

And earth, with all her millions, shout

Hosannas to the Lord.

455. The Voice of Jesus. 7s

1 Come, said Jesus' sacred voice,

Come, and make my paths your choice

;

I will guide you to your home

;

Weary pilgrim, hither come !

i 2 Thou, who, homeless and forlorn,

Long hast borne the proud world's scorn,

Long hast roamed the barren waste,

Weary wanderer, hither haste.
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3 Ye, who, tossed on beds of pain,

Seek for ease, but seek in vain
;

Ye, by fiercer anguish torn,

In remorse for guilt who mourn :
—

4 Hither come ! for here is found
Balm that flows for every wound

;

Peace that ever shall endure,

Rest eternal, sacred, sure.

456. Priest. 8s.&7s.

L I rREAT High Priest, we view thee stooping,

With our names upon thy breast

;

In the garden, groaning, drooping,

To the ground with sorrow pressed.

2 Weeping angels stood confounded

To behold their Maker thus
;

And can we remain unwounded,

When we know 'twas all for us?

o On the cross thy body broken

Cancels every penal tie

;

Tempted souls, produce this token

All demands to satisfy.

4 Lord, we fain would trust thee solely,

Since fur us thy blood was spilt

:

Gracious Saviour, take us wholly,

—

Take and make us what thou wilt.

457. Praise to the Redeemer. 8s.&7s.

1 IIail, thou once despised Jesus

!

Thou didst free salvation brins ;

By thy death thou didst release us

From the tyrant's deadly sting.

2 Paschal Lamb, by God appointed,

All our sins on thee were laid
;

Great High Priest-, by God anointed,

Thou hast full atonement made.

3 Contrite sinners are forgiven,

Through the virtue of thy blood :

Opened is the gate of heaven,

Peace is made for man with God.

4 Jesus, hail ! enthroned in glory :

There forever to abide
;

All the heavenly hosts adore thee,

Seated at thy Father's side.

5 There for sinners thou art pleading

;

There thou dost our place prepare
Ever for us interceding,

Till in heaven we appear.

458. Jesus, the Refuge.

1 Jesus, Lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly,

While the nearer waters roll*

And the tempest still is high ;

Hide me, my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is past

;

Safe into the haven guide;

Oh, receive my soul at last

!

2 Other refuge have I none
;

Hangs my helpless soul on thee

;

Leave, ah, leave me noi alone
;

Still support and comfort me.

All my trust on thee is stayed ;

All my help from thee 1 bring;

Cover my defenceless head

With the shadow of thy wing.

7a
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3 Thou, Christ, art all I want

;

More than all in thee I find
;

Raise the fallen ; cheer the faint

;

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is thy name

:

I am all unrighteousness :

False, and full of sin, I am :

Thou art full of truth and grace.

459. Redeemer.

1 Now begin the heavenly theme
;

Sing aloud in Jesus' name,

Ye, who Jesus' kindness prove

;

Triumph in redeeming lo>e.

2 Ye, who see the Father's grace,

Beaming in the Saviour's face,

As to Canaan on ye move,

Praise and bless redeeming love.

3 Mourning souls, dry up your tears,

Banish all your guilty fears,

See your guilt and curse remove,

Cancelled by redeeming love.

4 Ye, alas ! who long have been

Willing slaves of death and sin !

Now from bliss no longer rove,

Stop and taste redeeming love.

5 Welcome, all by sin oppressed,

—

Welcome to his sacred rest :

Nothing brought him from above,

Nothing, but redeeming 1 >\<\

Hither, then, your music bring,

Strike aloud each joyful string;

Mortals, join the hosts above—
Join to praise redeeming love.

7b.

460. Christ Precious. C.P.M.

1 Oh, could I speak the matchless worth,

Oh, could I sound the glories forth,

Which in my Saviour shine!

I'd soar, and touch the heavenly strings,

And vie with Gabriel while he sings

In notes almost divine.

2 I'd sing the precious blood he spilt,

My ransom from the dreadful guilt

Of sin and wrath divine

;

I'd sing his glorious righteousness,

In which all perfect, heavenly dress,

My soul shall ever shine.

3 I'd sing the characters he bears,

And all the forms of love he wears,

Exalted on his throne :

In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,

I would to everlasting days

Make all his glories known.

4 Well, the delightful day will come

When my dear Lord will bring me home,

And I shall see his face
;

Then with my Saviour, Brother, Friend,

A blest eternity I'll spend,

Triumphant in his grace.

461. Tender Compassion. CM.

1 With joy we meditate the grace

Of our High Priest above ,

His heart is made of tenderness

;

His bosom glows with love
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2 Touched with a sympathy within,

He knows our feeble frame

;

He knows what sore temptations mean,

For he hath felt the same.

3 He in the days of feeble flesh

Poured out his cries and tears

;

And in his measure feels afresh

What every member bears.

4 Then let our humble faith address

His mercy and his power
;

We shall obtain delivering grace

In the distressing hour.

462. I'm a Miracle of Grace. 8s.&7s.

1 Hail, my ever-blessed Jesus

!

Only thee I wish to sing

;

To my soul thy name is precious,

Thou, my Prophet, Priest, and King.

Oh, what mercy flows from heaven

!

Oh, what joy and happiness !

Love I much, I've much forgiven :

I'm a miracle of grace !

2 Once with Adam's race in ruin,

Unconcerned in sin I lay ;

Swift destruction still pursuing,

Till my Saviour passed that way.

Witness, all ye host of heaven,

My Redeemer's tenderness

;

Love 1 much, I've much forgiven :

I'm a miracle of grace

!

3 Shout, ye bright, angelic choir,

Praiso the Lamb enthroned nbove,

Whilst, astonished, I admire

God's free grace and boundless love.

That blest moment I received him
Filled my soul with joy and peace

;

Love I much, I've much forgiven :

I'm a miracle of grace.

463. The Lord's Supper.

1 Lamb of God, whose dying love

We now recall to mind,

Send the answer from above,

And let us mercy find :

Think on us who think on thee,

Every burdened soul release
;

Oh, remember Calvary,

And bid us go in peace.

2 By thine agonizing pain,

And bloody sweat, we pray,—
By thy dying love to man,

—

Take all our sins away :

Burst our bonds and set us free

;

From all sin do thou release ;

Oh, remember Calvary,

And bid us go in peace.

464. " Abide with Us."

Ts.&Gs.

88.&7B,

1 Tarry with me, my Saviour,

For the day is passing by

;

See ! the shades of evening gather,

And the night is drawing nigh.

2 Many friends were gathered round me
In the bright days of the

;

But the grave has closed above them,

And I linger here at last.
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3 Deeper, deeper grow the shadows
;

Paler now the glowing West

;

Swift the night of death advances

;

Shall it be the night of rest ?

4 Feeble, trembling, fainting, dying,

Lord, I cast myself on thee
;

Tarry with me through the darkness ;

While I sleep, still watch by me.

5 Tarry with me, my Saviour

;

Lay my head upon thy breast

Till the morning ; then awake me,—
Morning of eternal rest

!

THE HOLY SPIRIT.

465. Take not Thy Holy Spirit, &c. L.M.

1 Stay, thou insulted Spirit, stay,

Though I have done thee such despite,

Cast not a sinner quite away,

Nor take thine everlasting flight :

2 Though I have most unfaithful been

Of all who e'er thy grace received,

Ten thousand times thy goodness seen,

Ten thousand times thy goodness grieved :

3 Yet, oh, the chief of sinners spare,

In honor of my great Bigh Priest;

Nor in thy righteous anger swear,

I shall not see thy people's rest.

4 If yet thou canst my sins forgive,

E'en now, Lord, relieve my woes ;

Into thy rest of love receive,

xlnd bless me with a calm rep

5 E'en now my weary soul release.

And raise me by thy gracious hand
;

Guide me into thy perfect peace,

And bring me to the promised land.

466. The Year of Jubilee. H.M,

1 Blow ye the trumpet, blow,

The gladly solemn sound
;

Let all the nations know,

To earth's remotest bound,

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2 Jesus, our great High Priest,

Hath full atonement made
;

Ye weary spirits, rest

;

Ye mournful souls, be glad
;

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

3 Extol the Lamb of God,

The all-atoning Lamb

;

Redemption in his blood

Throughout the world proclaim
;

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

4u / . The Voice from Calvary. Ss.7s.&4s

1 Hark ! the voice of love and mercy

Sounds aloud from Calvary
;
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See ! it rends the rocks asunder,

Shakes the earth, and veils the sky

:

" It is finished !

"

Hear the dying Saviour cry.

2 " It is finished !
" Oh, what pleasure

Do these charming words afford !

Heavenly blessings, without measure,

Flow to us from Christ the Lord :

" It is finished !

"

Saints, the dying words record.

3 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs

;

Join to sing the pleasing theme

:

All on earth, and all in heaven,

Join to praise Immanuel's name :

Hallelujah

!

Glory to the bleeding Lamb !

468. Free Grace. 12s.

1 The voice of free grace cries, Escape to the

mountain,

For Adam's lost race Christ hath opened

a fountain

;

For sin and uncleanness, and every trans-

gression,

His blood flows most freely in streams of

salvation.

2 Ye souls that are wounded, oh, flee to the

Saviour

!

He calls you in mercy,— 'tis infinite favor;
j

Your sine are increasing,— escape to the

mountain
;

His blood can remove them,— it flows from

the fountain.

3 Jesus ! ride onward, triumphantly glo-

rious
;

O'er sin, death, and hell, thou art more

than victorious

;

Thy name is the theme of the great con-

gregation,

While angels and men raise the shout of

salvation.

4 With joy shall we stand, when escaped to

the shore

;

With harps in our hands we'll praise him
the more

;

We'll range the sweet plains on the bank

of the river,

And sing of salvation for ever and ever

!

469. The Gospel Feast. CM.

1 Ye wretched, hungry, starving poor,

Behold a royal feast

!

Where Mercy spreads her bounteous store

For every humble guest.

2 See, Jesus stands with open arms

;

He calls, he bids you come
;

Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms

;

But sec, there yet is room,—

3 Room in the Saviour's bleeding heart

;

There love and pity meet

;

Nor will he bid the soul depart

That trembles at his feet.

4 Oh, come, and with his children ta

The blessings of hie love
;

While hope attends the sweet repast

Of nobler joys above.
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5 There, with united heart and voice,

Before the eternal throne,

Ten thousand thousand souls rejoice

In ecstasies unknown.

6 And yet ten thousand thousand more
Are welcome still to come

;

Ye longing souls, the grace adore

;

Approach, there yet is room.

MAN A SINNER.

4/ U. Subdued by the Cross. 7s. 61.

1 Heart of stone, relent, relent

!

Break, by Jesus' cross subdued
;

See his body, mangled, rent,

Covered with his flowing blood :

Sinful soul, what hast thou done!

Crucified the incarnate Son !

2 Yes : thy sins have done the deed :

Driven the nails that fixed him there
;

Crowned with thorns his sacred head
;

Pierced him with the cruel spear
;

Made his soul a sacrifice,

While for sinful man he dies.

3 Wilt thou let him bleed in vain ?

Still to death thy Lord pursue ?

Open all his wounds again,

And the shameful cross renew ?

No : with all my sins I'll part

;

Break, oh, break my bleeding heart

!

471. Death and Eternity. CM.

1 Stoop down, my thoughts, that used to rise

;

Converse awhile with death
;

Think how a gasping mortal lies,

And pants away his breath.

2 But oh, the soul that never dies

!

At once it leaves the clay,

Ye thoughts pursue it where it flies,

And trace its wondrous way.

3 And must my body faint and die ?

And must this soul remove
;

Oh, for some guardian angel nigh

To bear it safe above.

4 Jesus, to thy dear faithful hand,

My naked soul I trust

;

And my flesh waits for thy command,

To drop into the dust.

472. To-day. 6s.&4s.

1 To-day the Saviour calls !

Ye wanderers come

;

Oh, ye benighted souls,

Why longer roam !

2 To-day the Saviour calls !

Oh, listen now ;

Within these sacred walls

To Jesus bow.

3 To-day the Saviour calls !

For refuge fly

;

The storm of vengeance falls

;

Ruin is nigh.



250 ADDITIONAL HYMNS.

4 The Spirit calls to-day

!

Yield to his power

;

Oh, grieve him not away
;

'Tis mercy's hour.

473. The Believer Safe. L.M.

1 The deluge at the Almighty's call,

In what impetuous streams it fell

!

Swallowed the mountains in its rage,

And swept the guilty world to hell.

2 Yet Noah, humble, happy saint,

Surrounded with the chosen few,

Sat in his ark secure from fear,

And sang the grace that steered him

through.

3 So I may sing, in Jesus safe,

While storms of vengeance round me fall,

Conscious how high my hopes are fixed,

Beyond what shakes this earthly ball.

4 Enter thine ark, while patience waits,

Nor ever quit that sure retreat

!

Then the wide flood, which buries earth,

Shall waft thee to a fairer seat.

5 Nor wreck, nor ruin, there is seen
;

There not a wave of trouble rolls

;

But the bright rainbow round the throne

Seals endless life to all their souls.

He calls you, by his sovereign word,

From sin's destructive way.

2 Like the rough sea that cannot rest,

You live devoid of peace ;

A thousand stings within your breast

Deprive your soul of case.

3 Your way is dark, and leads to hell

;

Why will you persevere ?

Can you in endless sorrows dwell,

Shut up in black despair ?

4 Why will you in the crooked ways
Of sin and folly go?

In pain you travel all your days,

To reap eternal woe !

5 But he that turns to God shall live,

Through his abounding grace
;

His mercy will the guilt forgive

Of those that seek his face.

6 His love exceeds your highest thoughts
;

He pardons like a God
;

He will forgive your numerous faults,

Through a Redeemer's blood.

475. Proffered Grace. CM

474, Sinners Entreated. CM.

1 SiMNERS, the voice of God regard ;

His mercy speaks t<>-day

1 In vain we lavish out our lives,

To gather empty wind
;

The choicest blessings earth can yield

Will starve a hungry mind.

2 Come, and the Lord shall feed our souls

With more substantial meat

;

With such as saints in glory love
;

With such as angels eat.
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3 Our God will every want supply,

And fill our hearts with peace ;

He gives, by covenant and by oath,

The riches of his grace.

4 Come, and he'll cleanse our spotted souls,

And wash away our stains,

In the dear fountain that his Son

Poured from his dying veins.

476. Delight in God. CM.

1 Thou art my portion, my God

;

Soon as I know thy way,

My heart makes haste to obey thy word,

And suffers no delay.

2 I choose the path of heavenly truth,

And glory in my choice

;

Not all the riches of the earth

Could make me so rejoice.

3 Thy precepts and thy heavenly grace

I set before my eyes
;

Thence I derive my daily strength,

And there my comfort lies.

4 If once 1 wander from thy path,

I think upon my ways
;

Then turn my feet to thy commands,

And trust thy pardoning grace,

5 Now I am thine— forever thine—
Oh, save thy servant, Lord !

Thou art my shield— my hiding place
;

My hope is in thy word.

4/77. Returning to Christ. L M,

1 Ah! wretched, vile, ungrateful heart

That can from Jesus thus depart

;

Thus, fond of trifles, vainly rove,

Forgetful of a Saviour's love.

2 In vain I charge my thoughts to stay,

And chide each vanity away

;

In vain, alas ! resolve to bind

This rebel heart, this wandering mind.

3 Through all resolves, how soon it flies,

And mocks the weak, the slender ties
;

There's nought beneath a power divine

That can this roving heart confine.

4 Jesus, to thee I would return,

And at thy feet repenting mourn
;

There let me view thy pardoning love,

And never from thy sight remove.

5 Oh, let thy love, with sweet control,

Bind all the passions of my soul

:

Bid every vanity depart,

And dwell forever in my heart.

478. The Waiting Saviour. L.M

1 Behold, a Stranger at the door !

He gently knocks, has knocked before
;

Hath waited long, is waiting still;

You treat no other friend so ill.

2 Oh, lovely attitude, he stands

With melting heart and loaded 1.

Oh, matchless kindness! and he shows

This matchless kindness to his fxjs

!
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3 But will he prove a friend indeed?

He will ; the very friend you need
;

I L( ad of sinners— yes, 'tis he,

With garments dyed on Calvary.

4 Rise, touched with gratitude divine;

Turn out his enemy and thine,

That soul-destroying monster sin,

And let the heavenly Stranger in.

5 Admit him, ere his anger burn
;

His feet departed ne'er return
;

Admit him, or the hour's at hand,

YouTl at hits door rejected stand.

479. Ingratitude. S.M.

1 Is this the kin 1 return,

And these the thanks we owe, —
Thus to abuse the eternal love,

Whence all our blessings flow?

2 To what a stubborn frame

Has sin reduced our mind !

What strange, rebellious wretches we,

And God as strangely kind !

3 Turn, turn us, mighty God,

And m raid our souls afresh
;

B sak, Sovereign Qrace, these hearts of

And give us hearts of flesh.

4 Let old ingratitude

Pi woke our weeping eyes
;

And hourly, as new mercies fall,

Let hourly thanks arise.

480. The Bible Precious. CM.

1 Laden with guilt and full of fears,

I fly to thee, my Lord,

And not a glimpse of hope appears,

But in thy written word.

2 The volume of my Father's grace

Does all my grief assuage
;

Here I behold my Saviour's face

Almost in every page.

3 This is the field where hidden lies

The pearl of price unknown
;

That merchant is divinely wise,

Who makes the pearl his own.

4 This is the Judge that ends the strife

Where wit and reason fail

;

My guide to everlasting life,

Through all this gloomy vale.

481. Mercy Implored. CM

1 Lord, at thy feet we sinners lie,

And knock at mercy's door
;

With heavy heart, and downcast eye,

Thy favor we implore.

2 Without thy grace, we sink oppressed,

Down to the gates of hell

;

Oh, give our troubled spirits rest, —
Our gloomy fears dispel.

3 'Tis mercy, mercy, now we plead

;

Let thy compassion move ;

Mercy, that led thee once to bleed,

In tenderness and love.
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4 In mercy, now, for Jesus' sake,

God, our sine forgive

;

Thy grace our stubborn hearts can break,

And breaking, bid us live.

482 • Conviction by the Law. CM.

1 Lord, how secure ray conscience was,

And felt no inward dread !

I was alive without the law,

And thought my sins were dead.

2 My hopes of heaven were firm and bright
;

But since the precept came,

With a convincing power and light,

I find how vile I am.

3 My guilt appeared but small before,

Till terribly I saw

How perfect, holy, just, and pure,

Is thine eternal law.

4 Then felt my soul the heavy load
;

My sins revived again :

I had provoked a dreadful God,

And all my hopes were slain.

5 I'm like a helpless captive, sold

Under the power of sin,

I cannot do the good I would,

Nor keep my conscience clean.

6 My God, I cry with every breath,

For some kind power to save
;

To break the yoke of sin and death,

And thu

483. The Sinner's End. L.M

1 Lord, what a thoughtless wretch was F,

To mourn and murmur and repine,

To see the wicked, placed on high,

In pride, and robes of honor, shine !

2 But, oh, their end— their dreadful end !

Thy sanctuary taught me so
;

On slippery rocks I see them stand,

And fiery billows roll below.

3 Now let them boast how tall they rise ;

I'll never envy them again
;

There they may stand with haughty eyes,

Till they plunge deep in endless pain.

4 Their fancied joys, how fast they flee !

Just like a dream, when man awakes :

Their songs of softest harmony
Are but a nreface to their plagues.

5 N( »w I esteem their mirth and wine

Too dear to purchase with my blood

;

Lord, 'tis enough that thou art mine,

My life, my portion, and my God.

484. AY.\TCnFTl J S.M.

1 A charge to keep I have,

A God to glorify,

A never-dying soul to save,

And fit it lor the sky.

2 To 6erve the pi i

My railing to fulfil
;

Oh, may it all my p wen
To do my Master's will.
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3 Arm me with jealous care

As in thy sight to live
;

And oh, thy servant, Lord, prepare

A strict account to give.

4 Help ;ae to watch and pray,

And on thyself rely,

Assured, if I my trust betray,

I shall forever die.

435. Saved by Grace. CM.

1 All that I was, my sin, my guilt,

My death, was all my own
;

All that I am I owe to thee,

My gracious God, alone.

2 The evil of my former state

Was mine, and only mine;

The good in which I now rejoice

I thine, and «»nly thine.

3 The darkness <>f my former state,

The bondage, all was mine

:

The light of life in which 1 walk,

The liberty, is thine.

4 Thy grace first made me feel my sin,

And taught me to believe :

i hen, in believing, peace I (bund,

And now, I live, I live!

5 .Ml that I am e'en here on earth,

All that I hope I

When Jesus comes and glory downs,

—

1 ewe it, J
• bee.

486. He lore our Sixs. 7s.&6s

1 lav my sins on Jesus,

The spotless Lamb of Gt)d ;

lie bears them all, and frees us

From the accursed load.

I bring my guilt to Jesi .

To wash my crimson stains

White in his blood most precious,

Till not a stain remains.

487. Just as I am. L.M.

1 Just as I am, without one plea.

But that thy blood was shed for me.

And that thou bid'st me come to bhec,

Lamb of God, I come !

2 Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To thee wdiosc blood can cleanse each spot,

Lamb of God, I come !

3 Just as I am, though tossed about

With many a conflict, many a doubt,

Fightings within, and fears without,

Lamb of God, I come !

4 Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind ;

Sight, riches, healing of the mind,—
Yea, all I need, in thee t<> find,

Lamh of ( k>d, I come !

5 Just as T am thou wilt re<-< ive
;

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve;

Because thy promise 1 believe,

O Land) of God, 1 come !
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6 Just as I am, thy love unknown
Has broken every harrier down ;

Now, to be thine, yea. thine alone,

Lanib of God, I come !

488. The good Choice.

1 People of the living God,

I have sought the world around,

Paths of sin and sorrow trod,

Peace and comfort nowhere found.

2 Now to you my spirit turns,

—

Turns a fugitive unbl

Brethren, where your altar bums,
Oh, receive me into rest

!

3 Lonely I no longer roam,

Like the cloud, the wind, the wave

;

Where you dwell shall be my home
;

"Where you die shall be my grave.

4 Mine the God whom you adore
;

Your Redeemer shall be mine;

Earth can fill my soul no more
;

Every idol I resign.

489. The broken Heart. H.M.

1 A broken heart, Lord,

Thou never wilt despise
;

' i"> written in thy word,

This is the sacrifice :

The sacrifice that thou wilt own-
Tt is the broken heart alone.

2 Break thou my heart, Lord;

The rock within me break :

To tremble at thy w .r d.

And at thine anger quake ;

Let me in deep contriti >n lie,

And heave the penitential sigh.

3 For mercy dwells with thee ;

Compassion all divine ;

That mercy show to me ;

Be that compassion mine :

For sinners did not Jesus bleed ?

And Jesus' blood alone I plead.

4c/U. Repentance at the Cross. CM.

1 On, if my soul was formed for woe,

How would I vent my sighs !

Repentance should like rivers :1 >w,

From both my streaming eyes.

2 'Twas for my sins, my dearest
T

Hung on the cursed tree. —
And groaned away a dying life,

For thee, my soul, for thee.

3 Oh, how I hate these lusts of mine,

That crucified my God
;

Those sins, that pierced and nailed his flesh

Fast to the fatal wood.

-4 Yes, my Redeemer, they shall die !

My heart has so decreed ;

Nor will I spare the guilty things

That made my Saviour bleed.

5 Whilst witli a nielting. broken heart,

My murdered Lord T view,

I'll raise revenge against my sins,

I slay the murderers too.
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4t/l. Self-Dedication to God. L.M.

1 Lord, I am thine, entirely thine,

Purchased and saved by blood divine
;

With full consent thine I would lie,

And own thy sovereign right in me.

2 Grant me, in mercy, now a place

Among the children of thy grace —
A wretched sinner, lost to God,

But ransomed by ImnianuelV Wood.

3 Thee, my new Master, now T call,

And consecrate to thee my all
;

Lord, let me live and die to thee
;

Be thine through all eternity.

49.^2. Christ TnE Fountain. CM.

1 There is a fountain filled with blood,

Drawn from Immanuel's veins
;

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day

;

.And there have I, as vile as he,

Washed all my sins away.

3 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood

Shall never lose its power,

Till : 1 1 1 the ransomed church of God

Be Ba?ed, to sin no more.

4 E'er Binoe, by faith, T saw the striata

Thy flowing wounds Bupply,

Redeeming Love has been my theme,

And shall be, till I die.

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song,

I'll sing thy power to save,

When this poor lisping, stammering tongue

Lies silent in the grave.

MAN A BELIEVER,

493. One with Christ. CM.

1 Lord Jesus, are we one with thee?

Oh, height, oh, depth of love !

With thee we died upon the tree,

In thee we live above.

2 Such was thy grace that for our sake

Thou didst from heaven come down,
' Our mortal flesh and blood par;

In all our misery one.

3 Our sins, our guilt, in love divine,

Were borne on earth by thee
;

The gall, the curse, the wrath were thine,

To set thy members free.

4 Ascended now in glory bright,

Still one with us thou art

;

Nor life, nor death, nor depth, nor height,

Thy saints on thee can part.

5 Soon, soon shall come that glorious day

When, seated on thy throne,

Thou slialt to wondering worlds display

That thou with us art one.
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194. Hope in God. CM.

1 Be merciful to me, God !

Be merciful to me
;

Fur though I sink beneath thy rod,

Yet do I trust in thee.

2 Thou art my refuge, and I know
My burden thou dost bear,

And I would seek, where'er I go,

To cast on thee my care.

3 Thou knowest, Lord, my flesh how frail,

Strong though my spirit be
;

Oh, then assist, when foes assail,

The soul that clings to thee.

4 And, gracious Lord, whate'er befall,

A thankful heart be mine,—
A heart that answers to thy call,

One that is wholly thine.

5 And may I ne'er forget that thou

TTilt soon return again,

And those who love thy coming now
Shall shine in glory then.

3 Instead of this, he made me feel

The hidden evils of my heart,

And let the angry powers of hell

Assault my soul in every part.

4 Yea, more ; with his own hand he seemed

Intent to aggravate my woe
;

Crossed all the fair designs I schemed,

Blasted my hopes, and laid me low.

5 " Lord, why is this? " I trembling cried
;

" Wilt thou pursue thy worm to death? "

" 'Tis in this way," the Lord replied,

11 1 answer prayer for grace and faith.

6 " These inward trials I employ,

From self and pride, to set thee free;

And break thy schemes of earthly joy,

That thou mayst seek thy all in me."

496. A Friend in Xeed. L.P.M

495. Trials Sanctified L.M.

1 I asked the Lord that I might grow
In faith and love and every grace

;

Might more of his salvation know,

And seek more earnestly his face.

2 I hoped that in some favored hour

At once he'd answer my request;

And by his love's constraining power,

Subdue my sins, and give me rest

1 When gathering clouds around I view,

And days are dark, and friends are few,

On Him I lean, who not in vain

Experienced every human pain ;

He sees my wants, allays my fears.

And counts and treasures up my tears.

2 If aught should tempt my soul to stray

heavenly virtue's narrow way,

To fly the good I would pursue.

Or do the sin I would not do.

Still lie who felt temptation's power

Shall guard me in that dangerous "hour.
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3 When Borrowing o'er some stone 1 bend,

Which covers all that was a friend,

And from his voice, bis band, bis smile

Divides rae, for a little while,

Thou, Saviour, seest the tears I shed,

For thou didst weep o
?

er Lazarus dead.

4 And oh, when I have safely past

Through every conflict— but the last,

Still, still unchanging, watch beside

painful bed,— for thou hast died
;

Then point to realms of cloudless day,

And wipe the latest tear away.

497. Christ will hear Prayer. S.M.

1 Jesus, who knows full well

The heart of every saint,

Invites us all our griefs to tell,

To pray, and never faint.

2 He bows his gracious ear
;

We never plead in vain ;

Then let us wait till he appear,

And pray and pray again.

I, the Lord, will hear

lii- chosen when they cry
;

. though he may awhile forbear,

He'll help them from on high.

4 Then let ns earnest cry ;

And never faint in prayer;

lb- sees, he hears, and, from on high.

Will make our cause his can:.

498, Justified by Faith. L.M.

1 I left the God of truth and light,

I left the God who gave me breath,

To wander in the wilds of night,

And perish in the snares of death.

2 I dreamed of bliss in pleasure's bowers,

AY bile pillowing roses stayed my head;

But serpents hissed amongst the flowers :

I woke, and thorns were all my bed.

3 In riches when I sought for joy,

And placed in sordid gains my trust,

I found that gold was all alloy,

And worldly treasures fleeting dust.

4 I wooed ambition, climbed the pole,

And shone among the stars— but fell

Headlong in all my pride of soul,

Like Lucifer, from heaven to hell.

5 Heart-broken, friendless, poor, east down,

Where shall the chief of sinners fly,

Almighty Vengeance, from thy frown,

—

Eternal Justice, from thine eye?

G Lo, through the gloom of guilty fears,

M}T faith discerns a dawn of grace ;

The Sun of righteousness appears

In Jesus reconciling face.

499. Dead to Sin. S.M.

1 Shall we go on to sin.

Because thy grace abounds?
( »r crucify the Lord again.

And Open all his wounds?



ADDITIONAL HYMNS. 259

2 Forbid it, mighty God

;

Nor let it e'er be said

That we whose sins are crucified,

Should raise them from the dead

3 We will be slaves no more,

Since Christ has made us free. —
Has nailed our tyrants to his cross,

And bought our liberty.

500. Joyful Hope.

1 Know, my soul, thy full salvation :

Rise o'er sin and fear and care,

Joy to find in even- station,

Something still to do or bear :

Think, what spirit dwells within thee
;

Think, what Father's smiles are thine

;

Think, what Jesus did to win thee ;
—

Child of heaven, canst thou repine?

2 Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed with faith, and winged with

prayer,

Heaven's eternal day's before thee,

God's own hand shall guide thee there.

Soon shall close thine earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim-days
;

Hope shall change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.

501. Rising to God. L.M.

I Xow let our souls, on wings sublime.

Rise from the vanities of ;

Draw back the parting veil, and »e*

Tivr glories of eternity.

2 Born by a new celestial birth.

Why should we grovel here on earth?

Why grasp at transitory toys,

So near to heaven's eternal joys?

3 Shall aught beguile us on the road,

When we are walking back to God?
For, strangers, into life we come,

And dying is but going home.

4 Welcome, sweet hour of full discharge

That sets our longing souls at large ;

Unbinds our chains, breaks up our cell,

And gives us with our God to dwell.

502. The Christian Warfare. L.M.

1 Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fears,

And gird the gospel armor on ;

March to the gates of endless joy.

AY here Jesus, thy great Captain's _

2 Hell and thy sins resist thy course

;

But hell and sin are vanquished foes ;

Thy Jesus nailed them to the cross,

And sung the triumph when he rose.

3 Then let my soul march boldly on —
Press forward to the heavenly gate ;

There peace and joy eternal reign,

And glittering robes for conquerors wait

4 There shall I wear a starry crown

And triumph in almighty grace.

While all the armies of the skies

Join in my glorious Leader's praise.
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5( )3. The Songs of Heaven. 8s.

1 Y : angels. Who stand round the throne,

And view my Iimnanuers face,

1 i rapturous songs make him known
;

Oh, tune your soft harps to his praise.

2 Ye saints, who stand nearer than they,

And cast Jour bright crowns at his feet,

His grace and his glory display,

And all his rich mercy repeat

;

3 Oh, when will the moment appear

When I shall unite in your song

!

I'm weary of lingering here,

For I to your Saviour belong.

4 I'm fettered and chained here in clay
;

I struggle and pant to be free
;

] long to be soaring away,

My God and my Saviour to see.

504. The Rest of Faith. C.P.M.

1 Oh, come, my partners in distress,

.mrades in the wilderness,

Who bear your burdens still

;

Awhile forget your griefs and fears,

And look beyond this vale of tears

To that celestial hill.

rod the bounds of time and

I K)k ibrwnrd to that heavenly pla< - .

The
- Btrong eagle pinions

. force yottt
|

i the skies,

And scale the mount of God.

3 Who Buffer with our Master here,

We shall before his face appear,

And by his side sit down
;

To patient faith the prize is sure;

And all that to the end endure

The cross, shall wear the crown.

505. Living with Christ. CM.

1 On, could I find, from day to day,

A nearness to my God !

Then should my hours glide sweet away
While leaning on his word.

2 Lord, I desire with thee to live

Anew from day to day

;

In joys the world can never give,

Nor ever take away.

3 Blest Jesus, come, and rule my heart,

And make me wholly thine,

That I may never more depart,

Nor grieve thy love divine.

4 Thus, till my last, expiring breath,

Thy goodness I'll adore
;

And when my frame dissolves in death,

My soul shall love thee more.

50 o. Gratitude. L.M.

I Let sinners saved give thanks and sing

Of mercies past, of joys to come ;

The Lord their Saviour is and King,

The cross their hope, and heaven their

home.
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2 Let sinners saved give thanks and sing

;

Sweet is the subject of their song,

Who, made the children of a King,

Expect to sit in heaven erelong.

3 Let sinners saved give thanks and sing—
The Lord has kept in dangers past

;

And oh ! sweet thought, the Lord will bring

His people safe to heaven at last.

i Let sinners saved give thanks and sing—
Of Jesus sing through all their days

;

In heaven their golden harps they'll string,

And then forever sing his praise.

CHURCH AND ORDINANCES.

507. The Gospel Feast. CM.

1 How sweet and awful is the place,

With Christ within the doors,

While everlasting love displays

The choicest of her stores !

2 While all our hearts, and all our songs,

Join to admire the feast,

Each of us cry, with thankful tongues,

" Lord, why was I a guest ?

3 " Why was I made to hear th
:
VOldO,

* And enter while there's room—
When thousands make a wretched choice,

And rather starve than coine? "

4 'Twas the same love that spread the feast

That sweetly forced us in
;

Else we had still refused to taste,

And perished in our sin.

508. The Lord's Supper. CM

1 Lord, at thy table we behold

The wonders of thy grace
;

But most of all admire, that we
Should find a welcome place,—

2 We, who are all denied with sin,

And rebels to our God,—
We, who have crucified thy Son,

And trampled on his blood !

3 What strange, surprising grace is this,

That we, so lost, have room !

Jesus our weary souls invites,

And freely bids us come.

4 Ye saints below and hosts of heaven,

Join all your sacred powers :

No theme is like redeeming love

!

No Saviour is like ours !

OUL). Lord's Supper Instituted. L.M

1 'Twas on that dark, that doleful night,

When powers of earth and hell arose

Against the Son of God's delight,

And friends betrayed him to his f n

2 Before the mournful scene began,

He took the bread, and blessed and brake
;

What love through all his actions ran !

What wondrous words of grace he spake

!
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3 " This is my body, broke for sin
;

Receive and eat the living food ;

"

Then took the cup, and blessed the wine :

" 'Tis the new covenant in my blood."

4 " Do this," he cried, " till time shall end,

In memory of your dying Friend
;

Meet at my table, and record

The love of your departed Lord."

5 Jesus, thy feast we celebrate
;

We show thy death, we sing thy name,

Till thou return, and we shall eat

The marriage supper of the Lamb.

OlO. Children given to God. S.M.

1 Our children thou dost claim,

Lord our God, as thine :

Ten thousand blessings to thy name,

For goodness so divine.

2 Thee let the fathers own;

Thee let the sons adore

;

Joined to the Lord in solemn vows,

To be forgot no more.

3 Bow great thy mercies, Lord !

How plenteous is thy Lrnice,

Which, in the promise of thy love,

Includes our rising race.

4 Our offspring, still thy care,

Shall own their fat her " ( foci ;

To Latest time- tiiy blessings Bhare,

And sound thy praise abroad.

TIME AND ETERNITY.

511. Renewed Fidelity. lOs.os.&lls.

1 Come, let us anew,

Our journey pursue,

Roll round with the year,

And never stand still till the Master appear.

His adorable will

Let us gladly fulfil,

And our talents improve

By the patience of hope, and the labor of love.

2 Our life is a dream
;

Our time, as a stream,

Glides swiftly away
;

And the fugitive moment refuses to stay.

The arrow is flown
;

The moment is gone
;

The millennial year

Rushes on to our view, and eternity's near.

3 Oh that each in the day

Of his coming may say,

" I have fought my way through,

I have finished the work thou didst give me
to do! "

Oh that each from his Lord
May receive the glad word,
" \\Y11 and faithfully done,

Kutcr into my joy and sit down on my
throne/"

'

512. Flight <>r Time. 7s.&Gs.

1 Time is winging us away
To OUT eternal home ;
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Life is but a winter's day,

A journey to the tomb.

Youth and vigor soon will flee,

Blooming beauty lose its charms;

All that's mortal *)on shall be

Enclosed in death's cold arms.

! Time is winging us away
To our eternal home

;

Life is but a winter's day,

A journey to the tomb.

But the Christian shall enjoy

Health and beauty soon above,

Far beyond the world's alloy,

Secure in Jesus' love.

513. Tue Death of the Righteous. L.M.

1 How blest the righteous when he dies

!

When sinks a weary soul to rest

!

How mildly beam the closing eyes !

How gently heaves the expiring breast

!

2 So fades a summer cloud away
;

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er

;

So gently shuts the eye of day
;

So dies a wave along the shore.

3 A holy quiet reigns around,

A calm which life nor death destroys

;

And nought disturbs that peace profound

Which his unfettered soul enjoys.

4 Farewell, conflicting hopes and fetl

Where lights and shades alternate dwell

;

How bright the unchanging morn appears !

Farewell, inconstant world, farewell!

5 Life's labor done, as sinks the clay,

Light from its load the spirit flies,

While heaven and earth combine to say,

" How blest the righteous when he

dies! "

514. The Flight of Time. C.P.M.

1 My days, my weeks, my months and years

Fly rapid as the whirling spheres

Around the steady pole ;

Time, like the tide, its motion keeps,

Flowing forever to the deeps,

Where ceaseless ages roll.

2 The grave is near the cradle seen ;

How swift the moments pass between

And whisper as they fly, —
" Unthinking man, remember this,

That, 'mid thy sublunary bliss,

Thou soon must fade and die !

n

3 My soul, attend the solemn call,

Thine earthly tent must quickly fill,

And thou must take thy flight

Beyond the vast ethereal blue,

To love and sing as angels do,

Or sink in endless night.

4 But shall my soul be then extinct,

And cease to be, or cease to think ?

It cannot, cannot be;

Thou, my immortal, cannot die !

What wilt thou do, or whither fly,

When death shall set thee free?

5 Will mercy then its arms extend;

Will Jesus be thy guardian friend;
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And heaven thy dwelling-place

;

. Or shall insulting fiends appear,

To drag thee down to black despair,

Beyond the reach of grace ?

OlO. The Judgment Anticipated. S.M-

1 And will the Judge descend,

And must the dead arise,

And not a single soul escape

His all-discerning eyes ?

2 Ilow will my heart endure

The terrors of that day,

When earth and heaven before his face

Astonished shrink away ?

3 But, ere the trumpet shakes

The mansions of the dead,

Hark, from the gospel's cheering sound

What joyful tidings spread !

4 Ye sinners, seek his grace

Whose wrath ye cannot bear
;

Fly to the shelter of his cross,

And find salvation there.

Olu. Christ's Second Coming. 8s.7s.Mr.

1 Lo ! He comes with clouds descending,

Once the favored sinners slain
;

Thousand, thousand saints attending,

Swell the triumph of his train :
—

Hallelujah!

Jesus Christ shall ever reigD !

2 See the universe in motion,

Sinking on her funeral pyre—

Earth dissolving, and the ocean

Vanishing in final fire :
—

Hark, the trumpet,

Loud proclaims that Day of Ire!

3 See the Judge our nature wearing,

Pure, ineffable, divine :
—

See the great Archangel bearing

High in heaven the mystic sign : —
Cross of Glory

!

Christ be in that moment mine

!

4 Oh, may Thine own Bride and Spirit

Then avert a dreadful doom—
And me summon to inherit

An eternal blissful home :
—

Ah ! come quickly
;

Let thy second Advent come

!

5 Yea, amen ! Let all adore thee

On thine amaranthine throne !

Saviour, take the power and glory,

Claim the kingdom for thine own

!

Men and angels

Kneel and bow to thee alone

!

01 /. The Death of a Sinner.

1 My thoughts on awful subjects roll, -

Damnation and the (\v\m\ ;

What horrors seize the guilty soul

Upon a dying bed !

2 Lingering about these mortal shore,--.

She makes a long delay
;

Till, like a flood with rapid force,

Death sweeps the wretch away.



3 Then, swift and dreadful, she descends

Down to the fiery coast,

Amongst abominable fiends,

Herself a frighted ghost.

4 There endless crowds of sinners lie,

And darkness makes their rim ins :

Tortured with keen despair, they cry

;

Yet wait for fiercer pains.

5 Not all their anguish and their blood,

For their old guilt atones,

Nor the compassion of a God
Shall hearken to their groans.

6 Amazing grace, that kept my breath,

Nor bade my soul remove,

Till I had learned my Saviour's death,

And well insured his love !

ADDITIONAL HYttSB.

519.

518. The Day of Judgment. L.M.

1 Tiie day of wrath, that dreadful day,

When heaven and earth shall pass away !

What power shall be the sinner's stay ?

How shall he meet that dreadful day ?

2 When, shrivelling like a parched scroll,

The flaming heavens together roll

;

When louder yet, and yet more dread,

Swells the high trump that wakes the dead :

8 Oh ! on that day, that wrathful day,

When man to judgment wakes from ciay,

Be thou the trembling sinner's stay,

Though heaven and earth shall pass away.

The Chariot !

2G5

118.&128.

1 The chariot ! the chariot ! its wheels roll

in lire,

As the Lord cometh down in the pomp of

his ire.

Lo, self-moving, it drives on its pathway of

cloud,

And the heavens with the burden of God-

head are bowed.

2 The glory ! the glory ! around him are

poured

Mighty hosts of the angels that wait on

the Lord

;

And the glorified saints and the martyrs

are there,

And there all who the palm-wreaths of

victory wear.

3 The trumpet ! the trumpet ! the dead have

all heard

;

Lo, the depths of the stone-covered charnel

are stirred

!

From sea, from the earth, from the south,

from the north,

All the vast generations of man are come

forth.

4 The judgment ! the judgment ! the thrones

arc all set

Where the Lamb and the white-vested el-

ders arc met

;

There all flesh is at once in the sight of the

Lord,

And the doom of eternity hangs on hi^

word.
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520. The Resurrection. CM.

1 When the last trumpet's awful voice

This rending earth shall shake—
When opening graves shall yield their

•harge,

And dust to life awake, —

2 Those bodies? that corrupted fell,

Shall ineomipted rise

;

And mortal forms shall spring to life,

Immortal in the skies.

3 Let Faith exalt her joyful voice,

And thus begin to sing

:

" Grave ! where is thy triumph now?
And where, Death ! thy sting

!

4 " Thy sting was sin, and conscious guilt

'Twaa this that armed thy dart

;

The law gave sin its strength and force

To pierce the sinner's heart.

5 " But God, whose name he ever blest

!

Disarms that toe we dread
;

And makes us conquerors when we die,

Through Christ our living Head."

0^1. Triumphant Departure. P.M.

1 Rejoice for a brother deceased;

(Jui* loss is his infinite gain ;

A soul out of prison released,

Aii<l freed from itfi bodily c!ia.;n.

With BOBgB let us follow his (light,

And mount with his spirit above,

Escaped to the mansions of light,

An 1 lodged in the Eden of love.

2 Our brother the naven hath gained,

Out-flying the tempest and wind

His rest he hath sooner obtained,

And left his companions behind,

Still tossed on a sea of distress,

Hard toiling to make the blest shore,

Where all is assurance and peace,

And sorrow and sin are no more.

3 There all the ship's company meet,

Who sailed with the Saviour beneath,

With shouting each other they greet,

And triumph o'er trouble and death.

The voyage of life's at an end,

The mortal affliction is past

;

The age that in heaven they spend

Forever and ever shall last.

522. The Redeemed.

1 Who are these in bright array,

This innumerable throng,

Round the altar, night an-.

Hymning one triumphant song?—
" Worthy is the Lamb once slain,

Blessing, honor, glory, power,

Wisdom, riches to obtain
;

New dominion every hour."

2 These through fiery trials trod !
—

These from great affliction cama;

Now before the throne of God,

Scaled with his almighty name,

Clad in raiment pure and while,

Victor palms in every hand,

Through their dear Redeemer's might.

More than conquerors they stand.
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3 Hiiiigei, thirst, disease unknown,

On Immortal fruits they iced;

Them, the Lamb amid the throne

Shall to living fountains lead
;

Joy and gladness banish sighs

;

Perfect love dispels all fears
;

And forever from their eyes

God shall wipe away the tears.

523. At home in Heaven.

1 " Forever with the Lord !

"

Amen ! so let it be

;

Life from the dead is in that word

;

Tis immortality.

2 Here in this body pent,

Absent from him I roam,

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent

A day's march nearer home.

3 My father's house on high,

Home of my soul, how near,

At times, to faith's discerning eye

Thy golden gates appear

!

4 " Forever with the Lord !

"

Father, if' tis thy will,

The promise of that faithful word
E'en here to me fulfil.

5 Be thou at my right hand
;

Then can I never fail
;

Uphold thou me, and I shall stand
;

Fight, and I must prevail.

S.M.

SPECIAL OCCASIONS.

Oi?4. Triumph of the Gospel. L.M.

1 Arm of the Lord, awake, awake !

Put on thy strength— the nations shake,

And let the world, adoring, see

Triumphs of mercy wrought by thee.

2 Say to the heathen, from thy throne,
; ' I am Jehovah— God alone ;

"

Thy voice their idols shall confound,

And cast their altars to the ground.

3 No more let human blood be split—
Vain sacrifice for human guilt

!

But to each conscience be applied

The blood that Howed from Jesus* side.

4 Almighty God, thy grace procL

In every land, of every name
;

Let adverse powers before thee fall,

And crown the Saviour Lord of all.

DllO. Tiiy Kingdom come. 8s.7s.&4a

1 O'er the gloomy hills of darkness,

Cheered by no celestial ray.

Sun of Righteousness, arising,

Bring the bright, the glorious day ;

Send the gospel

To the earth's remotest bound.

2 Kingdoms wide that sit in dark

Grant them, Lord, the glorious light;

And from eastern coast t<> western,

May the morning chase the night,

And redemption,

Freely purchased, win the day-
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3 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel,

—

Win and conquer, never cease;

May thy lasting, vide dominions

Multiply and still increase;

Sway thy sceptre,

Saviour, all the world around.

526. The Day Dawneth. 7s.&Gs.

1 Tite morning light is breaking ;

The darkness disappears
;

The sons of earth are waking

To penitential tears
;

Each breeze that sweeps the ocean

Brings tidings from afar,

Of nations in commotion,

Prepared for Zion's war.

2 Rich dews of grace come o'er us,

In many a gentle shower,

And brighter scenes before us

Are opening every hour;

Each cry to heaven going

Abundant answers brings,

And heavenly gales are blowing,

With peace upon their wings.

3 Sec heathen nations bending

Before the God we love,

And thousand hearts ascending

In gratitude above

;

While sinners, now confessing,

The gospel call obey,

And seek the Saviour's blessing,

A nation in a day.

4 Blest river of salvation,

Pursue thy onward way
;

Flow thou to every n;

Nor in thy richness .

Stay not till all the lowly

Triumphant reach their home ;

Stay not till all the holy

Proclaim, " the Lord is come."

0*&

7

. The Living Fountain. 8s.7e.&4a

1 See ! from Zion's sacred mountain

Streams of living water flow
;

God lias opened there a fountain

That supplies the world below :

They are blessed

Who its sovereign virtues know

.

2 Through ten thousand channels flowinj

Streams of mercy find their way ;

Life and health and joy bestowing,

Waking beauty from decay :

Oh, ye nations,

Hail the long-expected day.

3 Gladdened by the flowing treasure,

All-enriching as it goes,

Lo ! the desert smiles with pleasure,

Buds and blossoms as the i

Lo ! the desert

Sings for joy where'er it flows.

528. Zion Rejoicing. II.M.

1 On, Zion, tune thy voice,

And raise thy hands on high
;

Tel] all the earth thy joys,

And boast salvation nigh;

Cheerful in God |
While rays divine

Arise and shine
| Stream far abroad.
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2 He gilds thy mourning face

With beams that cannot fade;

II I- all-resplendent grace

lie p kits around thy head :

The nations round
|

With lustre new
Thy form shall view,

|
Divinely crowned.

3 In honor to his name,

Reflect that sacred light,

loud that grace proclaim

Which makes thy darkness bright ;

lie his praise, I In worlds above

Till sovereign love
| The glory raise.

4 There, on his holy hill

A brighter sun shall rise,

And with his radiance fill

Those fairer, purer skies :

While round his throne i In nobler spheres

Ten thousand stars
| II is influence own.

529. Our Native Land. Gs.cUs.

530. TlIE GosrEL-BANNER. 7s. &. 'ri.

1 Gon bless our native land !

Firm may she ever stand,

Through storm and ni^ht

:

"When the wild tempests rave,

Ruler of winds and wave,

Do thou our country save

By thy great might.

2 For her our prayer shall rise

To God above the skies;

On him we wait

;

Thou who hast heard each sigL

Watching each weeping eye.

Be thou I ;
—

God save :

1 Xow be the gospel-banner

In every land unfurled
;

And be the shout,— " Hosanna !

'

'
—

Re-echoed through the world

;

Till every isle and nation,

Till every tribe and tongue,

Receive the great salvation,

And join the happy throng.

2 What though the embattled legions

Of earth and hell combine?

His arm, throughout their regions,

Shall soon resplendent shine :

Ride on, Lord! victorious,

Immanuel, Prince of peace!

Thy triumph shall be glorious.

Thy empire still increase.

3 Yes, thou shalt reign forever,

Jesus, king of kings !

Thy light, thy love, thy favor,

Each ransomed captive sings

:

The isles for thee are waiting,

The deserts learn thy praise,

The hills and valleys greeting,

The song responsive raise.

OOI. Declension Lamented. <Ss.£ 7h

1 Once, Lord, thy garden flourished,

Every part looked gay and green ;

Then thy word our spirits noun

Hapiy seasons we have e

: 2 Eur a drought has sii .1

And a i ad
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1 1, thy help is greatly needed,

can only come from thee.

3 Some in whom we once delighted

We shall meet no more below

;

Some, alas ! we fear are blighted, —
Scarce a single leaf they show.

4 1 1- cious Saviour, hasten hither,

Thou canst make them bloom again :

Oh, permit them not to wither,
r
>et not all our hopes be vain !

J i m
Tiie Cloud of Mercy.

1 Saw ye not the cloud arise,

Little as a human hand !

N w it spreads along the skies,

Hangs o'er all the thirsty land.

2 IjO, the promise of a shower

Drops already from above
;

]> .t the Lord will shortly pour

All the blessings of his love.

3 When he first the work begun,

Small and feeble was its day;

N m the word doth swiftly run,

Now it wins its widening way.

4 B is of God, your Saviour praise :

He the door hath opened wide;

Ii hath given the word of grace;

Jesus* word is glorified.

533. On, bless tiie Lord ! SM

1 On, bless the Lord, in}' soul

!

Let ail within me join,

And aid my tongue to bless his name,

Whose favors are divine.

2 Oh, bless the Lord, my soul,

Xor let his mercies lie

Forgotten in unthankfulness,

And without praises die.

/6, 3 'Tis he forgives thy sins; -

'Tis he relieves thy pain :

'Tis he that heals thy sicknesses,

And makes thee young again.

4 He crowns thy life with love,

When ransomed from the grave ;

He that redeemed my soul from hell

Hath sovereign power to save.

5 He fills the poor with good
;

He gives the sufferers rest

:

The Lord hath judgments for the proud.

And justice for the oppressed.

6 His wondrous works and ways

He made by Moses known
;

But sent the world his truth and grace

By his beloved Son.
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Dr. Beckwtth.

. Cft r

r0id^==^.

1 Praise the Lord,
|
O my

|
soul

And all that is within rne
|
praise his

|
holy

|
name.

2 Praise the Lord,
|
O my

|
sou

•And for-
|

get not
|
all his

|
benefits.

3 Who forgiveth
|

all thy
j

sin,

And
|
healeth--all

|
thine in-

|
firmities.

4 Who savetb thy
|

lite •• from de-
|
etruction :

And crowneth thee with
j
mercy •• and

|
loving

|
kindness.

5 praise the Lord, ye angels of his. ye that ex-
|
eel in

|
strength ;

Ye that fulfil his commandment, and hearken unto the
|
voice of

|
his—

|
word.

6 praise the Lord,
|

all •• ye his
|
hosts ;

Ye servants of
|
his that

|
do his

|

pleasure.

>f the Lord, all ye works of his, in all places of
|
his do-

|
mir,io;}

Praise thou the.
|
Lord, | —my |

soul.

v be to the Father, and
|
to the

|
Son :

Aad | to the
|
Holy

|
Gh

9 A** it was in thr* beginning, is now. and
|
ev-er ! shall be;

World
|
without

j
cud. A- j

men.
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will

;

still.

The Lord our God is clothed with might, The winds o-
|
bey his

|

He speaks, and in his heavenly height, The
|
rolling

|
sun stands

Rebel ye waves, and o'er the land With threatening
|
aspect

|
roar !

The Lord uplifts his awful hand, And
|
chains you

|
to the

|
shore.

Howl ! winds of night ! your force combine ! Without his
|
high be-

Ye shall not, in the mountain pine, Dis-
|
turb the

|
sparrow's

|
nest.

His voice sublime is heard afar, In distant
|

peals it
|
dies

;

He yokes the whirlwinds to his car, And
|
sweeps the

|
howling

|
skies.

Ye nations bend, in reverence bend ; Ye monarchs
|
wait his

|
nod,

And bid the choral song ascend To
J

cele-
|
brate our

|
God.

best,

CHANT. 'No. 3.

G3- r

>'
l —, T I

I

" 2LM-.
_s!_ _s!_ -SL-g m

eif=i«g^ll
I God be merciful unto |

us, and |
bless us,

|
and show us the light of his coun-

tenance and be
|
mer-ci-

|
ful un-

|
to us.
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2 That thy way may be

|
known •• upon

|
earth,

|
thy saving

|
health a-

|
mong

all nations.

S Let the people
j

praise thee ••
|
God,

|
Yea, let

|
all the

|

peo-ple
|

praise thee.

4 let the nations re-
|

joice •• and be
|

glad,
|
For thou shalt judge the folk

righteously, and govern the
|
na-tions

|
up-on

|
earth.

5 Let the people
|

praise thee •• O
|
God,

|
Yea, let

|
all the

|

people
|

praise thee.

'6 Then shall the earth bring
|
forth her

|
increase,

|
And God, even our own

|

God, shall
|

give us .. his
|
blessing.

' 7 God
|
shall—

|

bless us,
|
and all the ends of the

|
world shall

|
fear—

|
Him.

8 Glory be to the Father, and
|
to the

|
Son,

|
and

|
to the

|
Holy

|
Ghost.

9 As it was in the beginning, is now, and
|
ev-er

|
shall be,

|
World

|
with-out

|

end. A- I men.

CHANT. Wo. 4.

Ill 1 :

I

I I

1 His foundation is in the
|
holy

|
mountains.

2 The Lord loveth the gates of Zion, more than
|
all the

|
dwellings .. of

|
Jacob.

3
J
Glorious things are spoken of thee,

| city •• of
|
God.

( Glorious things are spoken of
|
thee, | city •• of

|
God.

4 ( T will make mention of Ilahab and Babylon, To
|
them that

|
know me ;

( Behold, Philistia and Tyre, with Ethiopia:
|
This •• man was

|
born—

|
ihere.

5^ And of Zion it shall be said, this and that man was
|
born in

|
her.

f And the Highest him-
|
self •• shall es-

|
tablish

|
her.

6 ( The Lord shall count, when he writeth
|
up the

|
people,

( That
|

this-, man was
|

born—
|
there.

7 i As well the singers as the players on instruments,
|
shall be

|
there

]

I All,
|
aJl my

|
springs •• are in | thee.



274 CHANT. No. 5.

L. Mason.
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E

A - men.

IS7#

I

The Lord is my shepherd ; I
|
shall not

|
want ;

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; He leadeth me beside the still
|

wa—
|
ters.

He restoreth my soul ; He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his
|

name's—
|
sake ;

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,

I will fear no evil ; for thou art with me ;

Thy rod and thy staff they
|
comfort

|
me.

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies,

Thou anointest my head with oil ; my
|
cup •• runneth

|
over

;

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life

;

And I will dwell in the house of the Lord, for- I ev— I er. II A- I men.

CHANT. No. 6.
a. f. hoot.

iilsiip]
4—ml , .

I|3|==isi^igpifj3ig i

1 One sweetly solemn thought
Comes to me

|
o'er and

|
o'er;

I'm Dearer my home to-day

Than I've
|
ever

|
been be-

|
fore.

2 Nearer my Father's house,

Where the many
|
mansions

|
be;

Nearer the great while throne,

Near-
|
er the

|

jasper
|
sea.

3 Nearer the bound of life,

Where we lay our
|
burden

|
down

;

Nearer leaving my cross,
|

Nearer
|
wearing •• the

|
crown.

4 Father, perfect my trust,

Strengthen my
|

feeble
|
faith,

Let me feel as it' 1 trod

The I stream of the I river I Death.
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m
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MB
When marshalPd on the nightly plain,

The glittering host be-
|
stud the

|
sky,

One star alone, of all the train,

Can fix the
|
sinner's | wandering |

eye.

Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks,

From every host, from
|
ev'ry

|

gem

;

But one alone the Saviour speaks,

—

It is the
|
Star, the

|
Star of

|
Bethlehem 1

Once on the rasing seas I rode

;

The storm was loud, the
|
night was

|
dark,

The ocean yawn'd, and rudely blcwed
The wind that

|
toss'd my

|
foundering

|
bark.

Deep horror then my vitals froze,

Death-struck, I ceas'd the
[
tide to

|
stem ;

When suddenly a star arose,

—

It was the
|
Star, the

|
Star of

|
Bethlehem.

i It was my guide, my light, my all

:

Jt bade my dark fore-
|
bodings

|
ce

And through the storm, and danger's thrall,

It
|
led me •• to the

|

port of
|
peace,

Novr safely moor'd, my perils o'er,

I'll sing,
|
first --in night's

|
diadem.

Forever and forcvermore,
The

j
Star! the

|
Star of

|
Bethlehem !
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Slowly.

J. A. B

-L £D*"* — -»- -_ j

-&- IL I

lit;
3
:±-

-p—-*-*—-—JJ

-J- J""
Hill

Repeat the lagt line of each verse

1 Thou Prince of glory slain for me,
Breathing forgiveness

|
in thy

|

prayer

;

That loving, melting look I see,

That bursting sigh, that
|
tender

|
tear.

2 Let me but hear thy dying voice

Pronounce forgiveness
|
in my

|
breast

;

My trembling spirit shall rejoice,

And feel the calm of
|
heavenly

|
rest

3 Lord, thine atoning blood apply,

And life or death is
|
sweet to

|
me

;

In life's last hour, thy presence, nigh,

From fear shall set my
|
spirit

|
free.

CHANT. No. 9.
W. B. Bradbury.

1 With tearful eyes I look around,

Life seems a dark and
|
stormy

|
sea;

Yet midst the gloom I hear a sound,

A heavenly
|
whisper,

|

" Come to
|
me."

2 It tells me of a place of rest,

It tells me where ray
|
soul may

|
flee,

Oh, to the weary, faint, oppressed,

llow sweet the I bidding,
|

" Come to 1 me/
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When nature shudders, loth to part
From all I love, en-

|

joy, and
|
see ;

When a faint' chill steals o'er my heart,

A sweet voice
|
utters,

|

" Come to
|
inc."

Come, for all else must fail and die,

Earth is no resting
|

place for
|
thee

;

Heavenward direct thy weeping eye,

I am thy
|

portion,
|

u Come to
|
me."

O voice of mercy, voice of love,

In conflict, grief and
|
ago-

|
ny

;

Support me, cheer me from above,
And gently

|
whisper,

|

a Come to
|
me."

CHANT. No. 10-

ft j jjij-fi

m
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ISB
"THY WILL BE DONE."

1 " Thy will be
|
done !"

||
In devious way

The hurrying stream of
|
life may

|
run

; ||

Yet still our grateful hearts shall say,
|

" Thy will be
|
done."

2 " Thy will be |* done !"
||

If o'er us shine

A gladd'ning and a
|

prosp'rous
|
sun,

(1

This prayer will make it more divine—
|

" Thy will be
|
done."

3 " Thy will be done !"
||
Though shrouded o*«T

Our
|

path with
|

gloom,
||
one comtort—one

Is ours :— to breathe, while we adore,
|

k
' Thy will be

|
done."

Clo* 1 by repeating the first two ui 'asurvs ' Thy will bt <io:ie."
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THERE IS A REAPER.

1 There is a Reaper, whose name is Death,
And, with his

|
sickle

|
keen,

He reaps the bearded grain at a breath,

And the flowers that
|

grow be-
|
tween.

2 Shall I have nought that is fair? saith he
;

Have nought but the
|
bearded

|

grain ?

Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to mf

,

I will give them all
|
back a-

|

gain.

3 lie gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes,

He kissed their
|
drooping

|
leaves

;

It was for the Lord of Paradise

He bound them
|
in his

|
sheaves.

4 My Lord has need of these flowrets gay,

The Reaper
|
said, and

|
smiled

;

Dear tokens of the earth are they,

Where he was
|
once a

|
child.

5 They shall all bloom in fields of light,

Transplanted
|
by my

|
care,

And saints, upon their garments whito,

These sacred
|
blossoms

|
wear.

6 And the mother gave, in tears and pain,

The flowers she
|
most did

|
love

;

She knew she should find them all again

in the fields of
|
light a-

|
bovc.

7 0, not in cruelty, not in wrath,

The Reaper
|
came that

|

day
;

•Twaa an angel visited the green earth,

And took the
|
flowers a-

|
way.



DOXOLOGIES.

1. L. M.
Praise God from whom all blessings flow;
Praise him all creatures here below;
Praise him above, ye heavenly host;

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

2. L. M.

To God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, Three in One,
Be honor, praise, and glory given,
By all on earth and all' in heaven.

3. L. M.
From all who dwell below the skies,

Let the Creator's praise arise;

Let the Redeemer's name be sung,
Through every land, by every tongue.

Eternal are thy mercies, Lord;
Eternal truth attends thy word;
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,
Till suns shall rise and set no more.

4. C. M.
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
One God, whom we adore,

Be glory, as it was, is now,
And shall be evermore.

5. S. M.
Ye angels round the throne,
And saints who dwell below,

Worship the Father, praise the Son,
And bless the Spirit, too.

6. H. M.
To our eternal God,
The Father, and the Son,
And Spirit, all divine.

Three mysteries in One,
Salvation, power, I By all on earth,

And praise be given,
|
And all in heaven.

1. 7's M.
Sing we to our God above,
Praise eternal as his love,

Praise him, all ye heavenly host—
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

8. L. P. M.
Now to the great and sacred Three,
The Father, Son, and Spirit, be
Eternal praise and glory given,

Through ail the worlds where God is known,
By all the angels near the throne,
And all the saints in earth and heaven.

9. C. P. M.
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God, whom heaven's triumphant host
And saints on earth adore,

Be glory as in ages past,

As now it is, and so shall last,

When time shall be no more.

10. 8's & 7's M.
Praise the Father, earth and heaven;
Praise the Son, the Spirit praise;

As it was, and is, be given
Glory through eternal days.

11. 6's & 4's M.
To the great One in Three,
The hignest praises be,

Hence evermore;
His sovereign majesty
May we in glory see,

And t<» eternity

Love and adore.
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A beautiful land by faith I see 235 :

A broken heart, Lord * . .Kingsley. 255
According to thy gracious.. . .Montgomery. 79

|

A charge to keep I have C. Wesley. 253

A debtor to mercy alone Anon. 203
A glory gilds the sacred page Cowper. 73

Ah, how shall fallen man Epis. Coll. 120

All wretched vile ungrateful 251

A las ! and did my Saviour bleed Watts. 71

All hail the power of Jesus' name.Duncan. 60
All scenes alike engaging Guyon. 10

All that I was my sin Bonar. 254
Am I a soldier of the cross Watts. 52
Amazing grace how sweet Newton. 91

And must this body die Watts. 114

And will the Judge descend Doddridge. 204

il the Lord thus condescend . . Steele. 240

Angels from the realms Montgomery. 177

Angels roll the rock away 242
Another sir days' work is done 236
A rise my soul arise C. Wesley. 133

1

1 King of grace arise Watts. 86
• people and adore Lytc. 96

Arise ye saints arise Anon. 106

Arm of the Lord awake Burder's Coll. 267

A round the throne of God 230

r the pasl my mem'ry.. . .Middlcion. 82

A* on the cross the Saviour 47

Ac pants the hart for cooling Watts. 61

A bleep in .Jc-u^ blessed -!<<]) Mackay. 13

A jsembled ;it thy great Collyer.
ki>A

ihor laid remote Toplady. 14

md sing the SOng Hammond. Ill

Awake awake my sluggish 27

e my soul in joyful • ...Medley. 29

•ul Stretch Doddridge. 51

Awake our ^ouls away OUT WdtU, 16

AwaRc'l by Sinai's awful Occam. L25

Pane.

Be merciful to me God Ryle's Coll. 257

Be thou God exalted. ...Tate and Brady. 33

Before Jehovah's awful throne Watts. 238

Behold a Stranger at the door Gregg. 251

Behold the heathen waits to Voke. 17

Behold the glories of the Lamb ... M 'alls. 88

Behold the mountain of the Lord Loga n 81

Behold the morning sun Watts. 1 10

Behold the throne of grace Newton. 110

Behold what wondrous grace Watts. 99

Blest be the dear uniting C. Wesley. 67

Blest be the tie that binds Fawcett. 112

Blow ye the trumpet blow C. Wesley. 247

Bright glories rush upon my Anon, fo

Brighter still brighter the 221

Broad is the road that leads Watts. 19

By cool Siloam's shady rill Heber. 75

Call Jehovah thy salvation —Montgomery. 176

Children listen to the Lord Hastings. 152

Children of the heavenly King . . . Cennick. 236

Christ the Lord is risen to-day 135

Christian brethren ere we part White. 147

Come hither all ye weary souls Witts. 26

Come Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove. . . Watts. 41

Come humble sinner in whose Jam
Come let our voices join 1 29

( Jome let our voices join to raise 25

Come let us anew our journey.. C. Wesley. 262
( !ome Let us join our cheerful Watts. 83
Come let us Bingof Jesus Bethune. L88
Come my soul thy suit prepare. • ..Newton. 152

Come ( > my soul in Bacred Blacklock. 30

Come said Jesus' sacred voice .Barbauld. 243

Come Bound His praise abroad Watts. 108
Come thou Almighty King. Madan*s Coll. 199

Come thou fount of every Robinson. 160

Come thou soul Rippon't Coll. 184
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Come up hither come away Ncvin. 150

Come wanaenng sheep oh come 213

Come we who love the Lord Watts. 236

Come ye disconsolate Moore. 215

Come ye sinners poor and needy Hart. 179

Come ye that know and fear Burder. 36

Crown his head with endless.. PratVs Coll. 158

Daughter of Zion from Montgomery. 53

Dark was the night and cold 95
Day of judgment, day of wonders..Newton. 186

Dear Jesus let thy pitying eye 35
Dearest of all the names above Watts. 50

Depth of mercy can there be ... C. Wesley. 144

Depth of mercy can there be 227

Did Christ o'er sinners weep Beddome. 114

Dread Jehovah God of Epis. Coll. 155

Drooping souls no longer mourn 196

Early my God without delay Watts. 39

Enthroned is Jesus now Judkins. 243

Exalt the Lord our God Watts. 98

Exalted Prince of life Doddridge. 9

Faint not Christian though the road 138

Far from my thoughts vain world. . . Watts. 237

Far from these narrow scenes Steele. 44
Father whate'er of earthly bliss Steele. 61

Forever here my rest shall be ... C. Wesley. 78
Forever with the Lord Montgomery. 267
From every earthly pleasure Davis. 189
From every earthly pleasure — . 194
From every stormy wind that Stowell. 8
From foes that would the land Heber. 207
From Greenland's icy mountains Heber. 190
From thee my God my joys Watts. 87
From the table now Exeter Coll. 159
Full of trembling C. Wesley. 176

Gently gently lay thy rod Lyte. 144
Gently Lord oh gently lead 164
Gently Lord oh gently lead us. . . .Hastings. 184
Gird on thy conquering sword.. Doddridge. 129
(live me the wings of faith Watts. 57
Give to the winds thy fears Gerhard. 115
Glorious thin irs of thee are spoken.Newton. 175
Glory to thee my God this night Ken n. 237
Go *

) dark G< thaemane Montgomery. 140

Page.

God bless our native land
God is the refuge of his saints Watts. 1

2

God of my life to thee belong 238
God moves in a mysterious way . . . Cowper. 96
God my supporter and my hope Watts. 57

God the Lord a King Oxford Psal. 182

Grace 'tis a charming sound Doddridge. 108
Great God attend while Zion Watts. 237
Great God how infinite art thou ... Watts. 76

Great God let all my tuneful 239
Great God we sing that Doddridge. 5

Great High Priest we view thee 244
Guide me O thou great Jehovah Oliver. 180

Hail my ever blessed Jesus 24fl

Hail sovereign love that Brown . 239

Hail thou once despised Bakewcll. '-244

Hail to the Lord's anointed . . .Montgomery. 191

Happy is he who fears the Lord. Watts. 56

Happy the spirit released 221

Happy's the child whose tender Watts. 85
Hark an awful voice is Carroll. 1 58

Hark my soul it is the Lord 2 I

Hark ten thousand harps Kelly. 169
Hark ten thousand harps 175

Hark the glad sound Doddridge. 44

Hark the glad sound the Saviour 73

Hark the gospel trumpet Nason 's Coll. 170

Hark the herald angels sing C. Wesley. 150

Hark the song of jubilee Montgomery. 1 35

Hark the voice of love and Francis. 247
Hark what celestial sounds. Salisbury Coll. 131

Hark what mean those holy Cawood 164

Haste O sinner now be wise Scott. 141

He dies the Friend of sinners dies . .. Jl'atts. 2-11

He lives the great Redeemer lives .... Steele. 1

2

He that goeth forth with weeping 170

|

Heart of stone relent C. Wesley.
1 Here at thy cr< >ss my dying Watts.
Here at thy table Lord we Stennett. 42

High in yonder realms of Rajjhs. 143

Holy Bible, book divine

Holy Father thou hast Plymouth Coll. I
-

Holy, holy holy Lord Salisbury Coll.

Holy Lord our hearts prepare 145

Holy Spirit from on high 147

Home at last, home at last 109

Hope of our hearts O Lord.. Bible H. Book. 1

i
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How blest the righteous . . 263

lm find beautiful Hastings. 212
Mow charming is the place Stennett. 113

ending and how kind 240

How dread are thine eternal years. . . Faber. 42

How firm a foundation Kirkham. 218
• >rious is our heavenly Watts. 40

How happy is the pilgrim's. T. Wesley. 124

How oft alas this wretched Steele. 70

How pleasant 'tis to see Watts. 128

How precious is the book Fawcett. 68
How shall the sons of men Stennett. 22

a eet and awful is the place Watts. 261

How sweet how heavenly is the sight. Swain. 36
How sweet the evening shadows fall . Smith. 89

How sweet the name of Jesus .Newton. 34

weet to be allowed to pray . . . Fallen. 63

lions and tasteless the Newton. 204

How tender is thy hand Hastings. 121

I i lie Lord that I might grow.Newton.
I heard the voice of Jesus say Bonar.
I know that my Redeemer lives Medley.
I know that my Redeemer lives.. C. Wesley,
! lay my sms on Jesus Bonar.
I left the God of truth Montgomery.
I love the volume of thy word Waits.
I love thy kingdom Lord D wight.

I love to Bteal awhile away Brown.
I saw beyond the tomb Dvoight.
I send the joys of earth away Watts..

grovelling creature Cowper.
1 wandering sheep Bonar.
I would not live alway Muhlenburg.
Ir human kindness meets return Noel.
I 'm a pilgrim and I'm a stranger

En all-my Lord's appointed Ryland.
In evil long I took delight Newton.
In holy contemplation

mblime adoration
In the ( Shristian'fl home in glory.

in thee great God with songs r

'

* Lord i i

In thy name Lord assembling - .Kelly.
In trouble ind m grief God.
In va'm my fancy strives to paint.. Newton.

I

WC l:i\ isli

Inquire ye.j Qgrims for the way.Doddridge,

Pa^e.

Is this the kind return Watts. 239

Jehovah is our strength
Jehovah reigns he dwells in Watts.
Jesus and didst thou condescend. .Bradley.
Jesus and shall it ever be G regg.
Jesus at thy command Toplady.
Jesus full of all compassion Turner.
Jesus hail enthroned in glory Bakewell.
Jesus I love thy charming name. Doddridge.
Jesus I my cross have taken Grant.
Jesus immortal King arise Burder.
Jesus invites his saints Watts.
Jesus lover of my soul C. Wesley.
Jesus loves me this I know
'Jesus my all to heaven is . Cennick
Jesus my King proclaims the war
Jesus my truth my way C. Wesley.
Jesus only when the morning Nason.
Jesus our fainting spirits cry Bernard.
Jesus shall reign where'er JJ\itts.

Jesus shall reign wdiere'er the sun
Jesus Shepherd of the Ch. Psalmist.
Jesus thy boundless love C. Wi sh y.

Jesus who knows full well Weston.
Joyfully joyfully onward I move
Judges who rule the world by laws.. Watts.
Just as I am without one plea Elliott.

257
93
15
51

254
258
122
100
74

101 Kingdoms and thrones to God Watts.
25 Know my soul thy full

78
1 18 Laboring and heavy-laden Rankin.
209 Laden with guilt J I

r
atts.

59 Lamb of God whose dying C. Wi sh y.

2f7 Let children hear the mighty. Watts.
73 Let every mortal ear attend Watts.
82 Let saints below in concert C Wesley*
189 Let saints on earth their
'-*!7 Let sinners saved give thanks
174 Life is the time to serve the Lord. • • . Watts.
so Light of those whose dreary.Madan's Coll,
11 Like Noah's weary dove Mecklenburg,

236 Like sheep we went astray II aUs*
83 Listen sinner mercy h ails you
77 Lo He conies with clouds B

250 Lo on a narrow neck of land.. .. C. Wesley.
^8 Lo what a glorious corner-stone Watts.

213
(3

241
18

132
165
161
37
160

243
117
244
223
32
11

120
155
56
14
33

139
30

258
220
122

254

22
259

171

25-2

246
«.>7

51

:ss

97
260
20'

157

98
212
)S(J

264
1-7

7
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The people of the Lord .110



INDEX OK FIIIST LINES. 285

Page. '

The pity of the Lord Watts* 142 What heavenly music do I hear
The Saviour calls let every Steele. 72 What is the thing of greatest.Montgomery.
The Saviour oh what endless charms 37 iWhat shall I render to my Watts.
The voice of i 248 JWhat sinners value I resign Watts.
The winter is over and gone Haweis. 20V What sweet angelic strains Nason.
The year rolls round and steals 75 When adverse winds and Sigourney.
There is a calm for Montgomery. 20 -5 "When all thy mercies Addison.
There is a fountain filled Cowper. 256 When gathering clouds Grant.
There is a glorious world 32 When I can read my title ... Watts.
There is a house not made with Watts. 47 When I survey the wondrous Watts.
There is a land a happy hind 65 When languor and disease Toplady.
There is a land of pure delight Watts. 58 When Lord to this our western .Epis. Coll.
There is an hour of peaceful Tappan. 45 When marshalled on the nightly. . White.
There's a friend above all others . 208 When morning's first and hallowed
This world is poor from shore - . . . Newton. 45 When on the brink of death Collyer.
Thou art ray portion my God 251 When sins and fears Steele.

Thou boundless Source of every good. 48 When the last trumpet's awful
Thou dear Redeemer dying.. Madan's Coll. 64 When this passing world McCheyne.
Thou only Sovereign of my heart.. . . Steele. 28 When thou my righteous Judge
Thou Lord of all above Beddome. 113 Where two or three with Stennett.
Though clad in rags by sin... . < 226 While life prolongs its precious D wight.
Through sorrow's night and White. 72 \\ hile shepherds watched their Tate.
fh ns far the Lord has led me Watts. 7 While thee I seek Williams.
Thy bounties gracious God Scott. 10j While through this changing .Montgomery.
Thy name God is on the skies 26 While we lowly bow Colesworthy.
Thy will be done in devious Bowring. 226 While with ceaseless coarse Newton.
Time is winging us away Carton. 262 Whither goest thou pilgrim stranger.

14 Who are these arrayed in C. Wesley.
116 Who are these in bright array.Montgomery.
249 v

\

'Tis by the faith of joys to come . . . Watts.
'Tis God the Spirit leads Beddome.
To-day the Saviour calls Hastings.
To God our strength your. . . .Pratt's Coll
To Jesus the crown of my

Why do we mourn departing JVaits.
Why should the children of." Watts.

. . . Cowper. 203 With broken heart and Sab. H. Book.
To our dear Sunday-school there ou<rht 232 With conscious guilt and bleeding.

To thee O God in grateful ... ..Nason. 29

Tossed no more on Rippon *s Coll. 183
triumphant Zion lift thy Doddridge. 16

'Twas on that dark and doleful Watts. 261

Unheard the dews around Doddridge. 59

Wait my soul thy maker's Beddome. 8

Watchman tell us of the night. . ..Bowring. 148
Welcome days of solemn.... Cong. II. Boole. 183
Welcome delightful morn Haywa
Welcome sweei day of rest Watts. 103

With joy we meditate the grace Watts.
With tears of anguish I lament

Ye angels who stand round De Fleury.
Ye < Christian heralds Winch Coll.
Ye dying sons of men Boden.
Ye wretched hungry starving Steele.

Yes f >r in" for me He
Yes 1 will bless thee Higinbotham.
Yes my native land I love Smith.
Yes we trust the day is Kelly.
Your harps ye trembling Toplady.

Welcome welcome dear Evang. Mag. L79
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Absence from God deplored, 20, 58, 124, 125, 139,
301, 349, 393,470,477.

tioii, 201.

Afflictions sanctified, 61,99, 123,170,194,233,
>, 407, 410, 420, 495.

5, 351,451, 503.

Ark of Noah, 198, 473.

Aspiration tor Christ, 176, 204, 288,332,390,
393, 408, 458.

trance, 137, 500.

praver for, 1S2.

Atonement, 41, 252, 254, 2S3, 293, 336,391,422,
424, 425, 449, 463, 487, 492.

15 icksliding lamented, 71, 139, 186.

return from, ~)0, 71 , 142, 292, 477.

V> trtimeus, healing of, 321.

. I, L14, L81, 215.

Uethlehem, Star of, 45.

Bible, 79, 148, 174, 223, 282, 480.

i; urden c ist upon the Lord, 198, 307, 342, 496,

497.

Children consecrated to Christ, 82, 510.

hymn tor,

in heaven,
invited to God, 308.

our duty to, 197.

Christ adored, 3, 9, 24, 457,
advent of, 91, I

advocate, our, >, 326, 397.

agony of, 191,

ae •<!.

atonement
ii \ of, 69.

birth .
V7,447.

blood of, sufficient, 11, 97, I

( Shriatiao >ne n I a,

eondesceniioD of, 75, 4 1 I, 445.

Christ conqueror, a, 54, 193, 343, 524.

corner-stone, the, 6.

death of, 144, 448, 467.

effect of his presence, 255.

fountain of life, a, 492, 527.

friend, our, 5i5
9 336, 399.

glory of, 113, 115, 177, 185, 326, 460.

grace of, 183.

hiding-place, a, 441.

High Priest, our, 456.

incarnation of, 103.

in Gethsemane, 284, 311.

in the garden, 191, 456.

Intercessor, our, 17, 269, 333, 397, 457.

invitation of, 3S1, 478.

King, our, 270, 453.

living Redeemer, 17, 23, 105.

Lord of all, 122.

love of, 10, 60, 63, 140, 165, 333, 336, 399,

416, 419, 442, 445, 448, 449, 450.

loving kindness of, 57.

miracles of, 446.

obedience of, 391.

pdot, our, 268.

power of his death, 158.

precious, 56, 68, 74, 75, 103, 393, 460.

nee implored, 349, 383, 393, 408.

pn Bent in death,

present in trouble, 496.

prince of life, 9.

prince of peace, I
••">.

refuge, a, I, 498.

remembran v of, L21

.

rigl - 15, 252, 391, 460.

Rock ol

I coming o .

Shepherd, ( 10,281.449
. 170.

ympath) of, 49 ', KW.



INDEX OF BUBJECTS. 393

teacher, our, 49.

the way, 64.

universal reign of, 12, 22, 67, 272, 376,413.
"weeping for sinners, 231.

welcomed, 355.

willing service to, 55.

wisdom and guide, our, 244.

worshipped above, 3, 453, 503.

worshipped at his birth, 351.

Christian courage, 15, 27, 147, 316, 324, 327,
377 502

death of a,' 18, 237,360.
encouraged, 279, 339, 432, 500, 511.

fellowship of, 7, 72, 77, 135, 227.

meeting of, 46.

one with Christ, 493.

Church exhorted, 52.

foundation of, 346.

God's love of, 358.

unity of, 77.

Close of worship, 298, 330, 363.
of the year, 295.

Coldness deplored, 29, 84, 142, 154, 186.

Comforter, prayer for the, 182.

Communion, 8(3, 161, 239, 322, 434, 463, 507, 508.

Confession, 111, 180, 458.

Consecration to Christ, 10, 44, 55, 69, 94, 167,
324, 477, 485, 491.

Consolation, 141.

Contrition, 230, 477, 489.

Conversion, 45, 159, 168.

prayer for, 256.

Conviction of sin, 1(53,
k2">4.

Courage, Christian, 27, 147, 316, 324, 327, 377.

prayer for, 107.

Cross, bearing the, 10 i, 107.

blessings of the, 335, 450.
clinging to the, 42.

repentance at, 168, 490.

thief pardoned at, 97.

.Danger, deliverance from, 76.

Tteath, 232.

in Christ peaceful, 18, 513.

meditation upon, 471.

near, 53.

of an aged Christian, 360.

of a sinner, 517.

second, the, 212.

support in, 247.

Death triumph in, 414, 521.

welcomed, 400.

Decay in nature, 382.

Decision for Christ, 14, 42.

Dedication, 175.

Devotion, secret, 150.

Dismission, 298, 330.

Evening hymns, 5, 160, 291, 318, 435, 464.

Faith in Christ unshaken, 19.

justified by, 498.

prayer for, 117.

walking by, 21, 96, 383.
Fast Day, 315.

Fellowship, Christian, 7, 72, 135, 227.

Friends, union of, 7, 227.

God, adoration of, 2, 48, 58, 59, 66, 85, 94, 199,
436, 439.

confidence in, 233.

delight in, 476.

eternity of, 4.

ever nre^ent 13

glory of, 24,' 59,' 66, 81, 143, 260, 406.
goodness of, 1, 76, 132, 154.

greatness of, 155.

Guardian, our, 40.

Helper, our, 39, 116, 496.

in Nature, 51.

King, our, 40, 359.

love of, 60, 73, 246, 340, 421, 443.

mercy of, 151, 421,440.
omnipotent, 4, 439.

omniscient, 8.

panting for, 124, 125, 176, 394, 505.

pity of, 228, 243.

portion, our, 476.

presence implored, 78.

presence of, in trouble, 170.

protecting care of, 372.

providence of, 1 , 5, 194.

refuge, a, 10, 494.

salvation, our, 410.

Shepherd, our, 211,411.
strength and salvation, our, 410.

terrible in wrath, 70.

walking with, 139.

wisdom of, 59, 406.

Gospel feast, 469, 507.
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Gospel, freeness of, 180.

power of, '223.

Bpread ot\ 54, 353, 378, 454, 524.

Grace, growth in, 495.

power of, 1S3, 223, 402, 4S5.

prayer for, 98.

Harvest, 385.

Heart, broken, 34.

hardness of, 29, 444, 479.

Heathen, condition of, 353, 373, 477.

Heaven, 89, 93, 131.

abode of purity, 101.

aspiration for, 20, 39, 47, 87, 88, 96, 190,

213, 219,316, 371 , 380, 400, 402, 412, 503.

better than earth, 93, 112.

glory of, 65, 87, 88, 89, 118, 131, 430.

invitation to, 429.

Jesus praised in, 3.

meeting of friends in, 418.

our home, 87, 222, 415, 512, 523.

rest in, 92, 96, 212, 242, 345, 371, 095.

saints in, 117, 157, 274. 453, 522.

song of, 218,417,423.
view of, 119, 430, 501, 504.

Holy Spirit implored to remain, 465.

invoked, 20, 84, 187, 297, 364.

leading, 235.

prayer for, 187.

Home, heavcnlv, 426.

Hope, 10, 90, 146, 189, 204, 216, 233.

Humility, prayer for, 305.

Emmanuel, L03, 343, 444,491.
[mmortaiity, 512, 514, 523.

indebtedness to Christ, 69, 144, 304.

Ingratitude, 18 >, 111, 479.

! on to Christ, 38, 49, 110, 111, 180,217,
7, 381, 101, 404, 429, 430, 472, 471,

475, 478.

Jehovah, reign of, l.

our strength, 105.

Jerusalem, the new, L26.

Jesus, beauty of, 69.

love of, 60, 416.

name of, 68, 74.

not ashamed of, 32.

our only Saviour, 314.

Jesus, refuge, a, 19, 38.

Jews, prayer for the, 375.

Joining the Church, 14, 488.

Joy, Christian, 433.

Jubilee, 130, 466.

sonir of, 272.

Judgment, day of, 70, 102, 141, 254, 515, 51S.

bar of, 41.

Kingdom of God advancing, 22, 299, 319, 413.

Latter day glory, 12.

Law, conviction by the, 192, 482.

Lazarus 426 502.

Life, brevity of, 37, 44, 53, 171, 258, 511, 514.

frailty of, 153, 228.

its duties, 36.

vicissitudes of, 153, 275.

Lord's Supper, 86, 161, 239, 463, 507, 508.

close of, 322.

institution of, 509.

Love, brotherly, 31, 72, 259.

Christian, 72.

for God's law, 174.

for the Church, 203.

to Jesus, 10, 68, 75, 103, 181 , 302, 390, 408

Man, condition of, by nature, 80, 140, 313.

restored by Christ, 313.

Mansion, heavenly, 137, 257, 345, 426.

Mary at the sepulchre, 273.

Melchizcdec, 129.

Mercy extolled. 151, 421.

implored, 34, 71, 192, 481, 494.

Mercy-seat. 7, 229.

Millennium, 12, 166,267, 528.

Miracles of Christ, 4 16.

Missionaries, departure of, 366.

meeting of, 43.

Missionary Hymns, 25, 30, 43, 54, 67, 109, 166,

200, 262, 2(15, 267, 287, 343, 353, 357, 366,
373, 374, 388, 113, I'M, 524, 525, 526, 527,

530.

Morning Hymns, 31, 83, 160.

Mourners, relief for, 92, 407.

National Hymns, 28, 162, 219, 2S0, 315, 329,

386, 398, 428, 529.

Nature praising God, 58.

voice of, 120.
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Obedience, cheerful, 55.

Pardon implored, 34, 95, 481.

Parents, 309.

Patience at God's dealings, 8, 194,

prayer for, 402.

Peace, 30,

national, 280.

prayer for. 20Q.

Penitence, 95, 97, 19*2, 440.

Piety, early, 152, 172.

Pilgrim Fathers, 251.

Praise to God, 1, 2, 24, 48, 58, 59, 66, 73, 76, 85,

94, 113, 114, 165, 193, 196, 199, 262,
278, 344, 436, 439, 440, 443.

to Christ, 9, 108, 133, 169, 320, 344, 370,

451, 457, 459,462.
to God, for rain, 296.

to the Redeemer, 58.

Prayer answered, 76.

boldness in, 224, 497.

for aid, 31, 98, 204.

for Christ's coming, 338, 524.

for country, 28, 529.

for the church, 287, 329.

for guidance, 330, 356.

for mercy, 34, 252, 292.

for salvation, 317.

for spread *of gospel, 54, 525.

hour of, welcome, 62.

in sickness, 292.

nature of, 163.

power of, 127.

secret, 150.

source of consolation, 64.

to Christ for his spirit, 312.
Prayer-meeting, 46, 277, 361.
Pride, 450.

Promise of God, sure, 19, 174, 301.

Redemption completed, 271, 332, 336.

Regeneration, 254.

Rejoicing in spread of the srospel, 357.

Repentance, 11, 71, 470, 490.

Resignation, 123, 134.

Resfin Christ, 18, 35, 188.

in Heaven, 212,237,371.
Resurrection of Christ, 208,271,403,448 451,

452.

Resurrection of Saints, 90, 145, 232, 237, 520.

Revival, prayer for, 236, 238, 328, 531.

rejoicing in, 532.

hymns for seasons of, 14, 111, 144, 217,

236, 238, 254, 255, 293, 306, 328, 340,

354, 357, 361, 394, 401, 409, 421, 422,
429, 465, 472, 4S7, 492, 526, 531, 532

Sabbath, 100, 114, 202, 310, 431.

welcome, 209, 266.

Sabbath School Hymns, 62, 152, 240, 345, 365,
370, 399, 409, 412, 416, 417, 418, 421, 422,
423, 424, 425, 426, 427, 428, 429, 430.

Saints in heaven, 117, 157, 274, 453, 522
in heaven, glory of, 289, 290.

resurrection of, 90.

Salvation in Jesus, 348, 486.

song of, SO, 506.

through Christ, 6, 283, 424.

Sanctification, 158, 297, 312, 324.

Sanctuary, delight in the, 100.

Saturday Evening, 179.

Saviour, dying, 450.

pleading, 478.

Self-denial, 33.

Sickness, 88, 89, 99, 247, 292.

Siloam, 152.

Sinai, 254.

Sinners, death of, 517.

end of prosperity, 483.

entreated, 401, 474.

punishment of, 70.

Sins, national, deplored, 315.

Soul, value of, 185.

Sowing and Reaping, 206, 237, 339.
Spring, 171,392.
Star of Bethlehem, 45.

Strength in adversity, 39, 496.

Submission, 8, 98, 127, 285, 396, 420.

Teachers, 309.

Temptation, 35, 301.

Thief, the dying pardoned, 97.

Time, brevity of, 53, 511, 512.

tin' accepted, 217, 472.

Throne ofGrace, 224.

Trumpet, last, 44, 141, 257, 314, 520.

Trust in God, 348.
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Union of Christians, 72, 77, 135, 227.

Vows performed, 94.

Worship, opening of, 24, 78, 83, 94, 100, 132,
156, 193, 202, 209, 220, 229, 263.
294, 310, 364, 431, 438.

Warfare, Christian, 15, 107, 214, 225, 484, 502. Year, close of, 153, 295, 512.

Warning, 53, 225, 250, 286, 306, 367, 474.

Watchfulness, 225, 484.

Wisdom, path of, 33.

World renounced, 44, 47, 475.

Worship, close of, 298, 329, 330.

Zeal, Christian, 27, 104, 112, 412, 511.
Zion, blessings of, 527.

comforted, 352, 413.

exhorted, 26, 5^, 109, 528.
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